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PRE  FACE 


Let  US  place  a  number  of  mirrors  in  such  relation  to  the  sun- 
light that  each  one,  as  it  catches  a  separate  beam,  shall  reflect  it 
to  a  common  centre — that  centre  at  once  becomes  a  focus  of  bril- 
liancy and  warmth.  The  light  is  no  more  intense,  the  heat  is  no 
more  ardent  there,  than  at  any  other  point  in  the  whole  hemi- 
sphere upon  which  the  sun  is  shining  with  only  his  direct  influ- 
ence. 

We  have,  as  it  were,  intensified  the  sunshine.  We  have  multi- 
plied each  beam  by  all  these  other  beams  that  we  have  brought 
together  in  a  mirror  of  power  and  beauty.  That  point  is  so 
dazzling  that  it  arrests  attention — so  grateful,  or  so  useful,  in  its 
gathered  heat,  that  we  may  comfort  a  sorrowing  multitude,  or 
melt  earth's  frozen  fountains.  We  have  added  nothing  to  God's 
sun,  or  to  the  power  of  the  rays  with  which  he  floods  the  world. 
We  have  only  attracted  that  power  to  one  point  of  interest  and 
utility. 

The  compiler  of  these  pages  claims  no  higher  honor  than  that 
of  blending  these  scattered  rays  u}>on  a  point  of  personal  and 
paramount  importance  to  us  all  in  the  time  of  trial,  and  the  inci- 
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deut  of  death.  The  true  light  from  heaven,  Christ  manifested  in 
the  Gospel,  has  shined  in  many  earnest  hearts,  to  give  "the  light 
of  the  knowledge  of  the  glory  of  God."  By  bringing  the  Chris- 
tian experience  of  many  to  bear  upon  the  one  truth,  that  grace 
can  support  the  soul  in  the  hour  of  death,  we  increase  the  convic- 
tion that  the  same  grace  shall  be  sufficient  to  sustain  us.  There  is 
no  new  power  added  to  the  truth  of  the  promises,  but  there  is  a 
gain  in  influence — there  is  a  great  power  produced,  which  may 
enlighten  the  understanding  and  melt  the  feelings  into  a  glow  of 
warm  desire.  By  the  judicious  selection  of  one  interested  in  this 
field,  we  have  thus  the  experience  of  eminent  Christians,  collected 
from  various  sources,  and  concentrated  upon  one  truth.  May  the 
hope  be  realized,  that  many  of  God's  children  may  enter  into  the 
possession  of  the  privileges  here  illustrated. 
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An  entrance  shall  be  ministered  nnto  yon  abundantly  into  the 
everlasting  kingdom  of  our  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ. — 
2  Peter  i.  11. 

God  hath  given  unto  us  eternal  life ;  and  this  life  is  in  his  Son. 
That  ye  may  know  ye  have  eternal  life. — 1  John  v.  11,  13. 

Receiving  the  end  of  your  faith,  even  the  salvation  of  your 
souls. — 1  Peter  i. 

Jesus  Christ  hath  abolished  death,  and  brought  life  and  immor- 
tality to  light  through  the  Gospel. — 2  Timothy  i.  10. 

I  will  rejoice  in  the  Lord,  I  will  joy  in  the  God  of  my  salva- 
tion.— Habakkuk  iii.  8. 

The  redeemed  of  the  Lord  shall  return  and  come  with  singing 
nnto  Zion,  and  everlasting  joy  shall  be  upon  their  head:  they 
shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  and  mourning  shall  flee 
away. — Isaiah  li.  11. 

We  rejoice  in  hope  of  the  glory  of  God. — Romans  v.  2. 

"Whom,  having  not  seen,  ye  love :  in  whom,  though  now  ye  see 
Him  not,  yet  believing,  ye  rejoice  with  joy  unspeakable,  and  full 
of  glory. — 1  Peter  i.  8. 

I  know  whom  I  have  believed,  and  I  am  persuaded  that  He  is 
able  to  keep  that  which  I  have  committed  unto  Him  against  that 
day.— 2  Timothy  i.  12. 

Behold  I  see  the  heavens  opened,  and  the  Son  of  Man  standing 
on  the  right  hand  of  God. — St.  Stephen. 

0,  my  heavenly  Father,  thou  hast  revealed  to  me  thy  Son,  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  I  have  preached  him,  I  have  confessed  him,  I 
love  him,  and  I  worship  him  as  my  dearest  Friend  and  Redeemer. 
Into  thy  hands  I  commit  my  spirit.  God  of  truth  thou  hast 
redeemed  me. — Luther. 

Oh,  what  prospects  are  before  me  in  the  blessed  world  whither 
I  am  going!  Will  you  not  share  my  joy,  and  help  me  to  praise, 
that  soon  I  shall  leave  this  body  of  sin  and  death  behind,  and 
enter  on  the  perfection  of  my  spiritual  nature  ?  Sweet  affliction, 
now  it  worketh  glory,  glory ! — Samuel  Pearce. 

I  cannot  tell  the  comforts  I  feel  in  my  soul ;  they  are  past 
expression.  The  consolations  of  God  are  so  abundant  that  he 
leaves  me  nothing  to  pray  for.  My  prayers  are  all  converted  into 
praise.    I  enjoy  a  heaven  already  in  my  soul. — Toplady. 


REFLECTED  LIGHT. 


LADY   HUNTINGDON. 

The  Angel  of  the  Covenant 
Has  come,  and  faithful  to  his  promise,  stood 
Prepared  to  walk  with  her  through  death's  dark  vale, 
And  now  her  eyes  grew  bright,  and  brighter  still, 
Too  bright  for  ours  to  look  upon,  suffused 
With  many  tears,  and  closed  without  a  cloud. 
They  set  as  sets  the  morning  star,  which  goes 
Not  down  behind  the  darkened  West,  nor  hides 
Obscured  among  the  tempest  of  the  sky, 
But  melts  away  into  the  light  of  heaven. — Pollock. 

Ah,  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour, 

Could  wish  thee  here  again  ? 
Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone ; 
Joy  breathed  in  thy  expiring  »lgh, 

To  think  the  fight  was  won ! — Dale. 

Lady  Huntingdon  had  now  gone  beyond  three-score 
years  and  ten,  with  no  abatement  of  her  labors,  or  of  the 
vigor  and  resoluteness  which  distinguished  her  character. 
She  knew  indeed  neither  weariness  nor  rest.  The  new 
divine  life  with  which  she  arose  from  her  sick-bed  in  the 
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days  of  her  youth  and  splendor,  was  subject  to  none  of 
the  infirmities  of  the  natural  body ;  and  far  beyond  the 
common  life  of  man,  it  seemed  to  lift  her  above  the  weak- 
ness of  the  flesh,  and  clothe  decaying  nature  with  the 
strength  and  beauty  of  an  immortal  vesture. 

.  .  .  Her  business  was  carefully  arranged,  her  ex- 
tensive charities  all  provided  for,  responsible  persons  had 
been  selected  to  carry  out  her  plans,  and  though  still 
diligent  with  the  business  of  the  evening,  she  looked  for- 
ward with  "strong  immortal  hope"  to  the  dawn  of  that 
to-morrow  whose  glorious  sun  would  have  no  setting. 

As  she  sits  in  her  elbow  chair  and  memory  runs  back 
over  the  long  past,  and  through  this  brilliant  period  of 
the  church,  signalized  by  so  many  triumphs  and  trophies, 
is  there  no  whisper  of  self-gratulation  for  the  conspicuous 
part  she  bore,  the  friend  and  helper  of  God's  chosen  ones, 
the  leader  and  counsellor  of  many  of  his  people  ? 

"  Oh,  who  would  dare  to  produce  the  best  works  of  his 
best  days  before  God  for  their  own  sake?"  she  exclaims; 
sufliciently  blessed  and  secure  are  we,  if  we  can  but  cry, 
*'  God  be  merciful  unto  me  a  sinner."  Let  me  be  found 
accepted  in  the  Beloved.  Drawing  near  to  him,  she  said, 
on  another  occasion,  "What  hope  could  I  entertain  if  I 
did  nat  know  the  efficacy  of  his  blood?  How  little  could 
any  thing  of  mine  give  a  moment's  rest  to  th«e  departing 
soul — so  my^h  sin  and  self  mixing  with  the  best  and 
always  so  short  of  what  I  owe." 


^^ 


LADY  HUNTINGDON.  11 

Coming  from  her  chamber  one  morning,  and  taking 
her  phxce  in  the  easy  chair,  an  unwonted  light  was  spread 
over  her  countenance.  "The  Lord  hath  been  present 
with  my  spirit  this  morning  in  a  remarkable  manner," 
she  soon  said.  "  What  he  means  to  convey  to  my  mind  I 
know  not;  it  may  be  my  approaching  departure  :  my  soul 
is  filled  with  glory — I  am  as  in  the  element  of  heaven 
itself." 

Only  a  few  days  after  this  she  ruptured  a  blood-ves- 
sel, from  the  effects  of  which  she  never  recovered.  "  How 
do  you  feel  ?"  asked  Lady  Anne  Erskine,  who  sat  at  the 
bedside  of  her  friend. 

"  I  am  well ;  all  is  well,  w^ell  for  ever,"  was  the  trium- 
phant answer  of  this  aged  believer.  "  I  see  wherever  I 
turn  my  eyes,  whether  I  live  or  die,  nothing  but  victory." 
"Was  there  any  thing  in  the  weakness  and  suffering  of 
decaying  nature  to  dictate  a  reply  like  this?  Her  sick- 
ness commenced  in  November;  the  silver  cord  was  gently 
loosed,  for  she  lingered  through  the  winter  until  June. 
By  the  ministry  of  sickness,  she  grew  patient  and  child- 
like, and  often  said,  "  I  am  cradled  in  the  arms  of  love 
and  mercy ;"  and  again,  when  it  seemed  a  great  way  off  to 
the  better  land,  she  "  longed  to  be  at  home."  "  My  work 
is  done,  I  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  to  my  Father;" 
and  a  fev/  hours  before  the  last  struggle  she  whispered  joy- 
fully, "I  shall  go  to  my  Father  to  night;"  and  so  she 
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went  home  Judb  17,  1791.  Her  age  was  eighty-four. 
She  was  buried  in  the  family  tomb  at  Ashby-de-la  Zouch, 
and  her  name  is  with  the  Miriams,  the  Marys,  and  the 
Marthas  of  the  Church  of  God. — From  Mrs.  Knight's 
admirahle  work,  ^^  Lady  Huntingdon  and  her  Friends.'* 
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DR.   DODDRIDGE, 

What  if  death  my  sleep  invade? 

Sljould  I  be  of  death  afraid  ? 

Whilst  encircled  by  Thine  arm 

Death  may  strike — but  cannot  harm. 

What  if  beams  of  opening  day 

Shine  around  my  breathless  clay? 

Brighter  visions  from  on  high 

Still  regale  my  mental  eye. 

Tender  friends  awhile  may  mourn 

Me  from  their  embraces  torn 

Dearer,  better  friends  I  have 

In  the  realms  beyond  the  grave. 

See  the  guardian  angels  nigh, 

Wait  to  waft  my  soul  on  high ! 

See  the  golden  gates  displayed! 

See  the  crown  to  grace  my  head ! 

See  a  flood  of  sacred  light. 

Which  no  more  shall  yield  to  night. 

Transitory  world  farewell ! 

Jesus  calls  with  him  to  dwell. 

With  thy  heavenly  presence  blest, 

Death  is  life,  and  labor  rest. 

Welcome  sleep  or  death  to  me — 

Still  secure,  for  still  with  thee. — Doddridge. 

"  My  sonl,"  says  Dr.  Doddridge,  "  is  vigorous  and 
healthv,  notwithstanding  the  decay  of  this  frail  and  tot- 
tering body."  ..."  The  most  distressing  nights  to 
this  frail  body  have  been  as  the  beginning  of  heaven  to 
my  soul.  God  liatli,  as  it  were,  let  heaven  down  upon 
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me  in  those  nights  of  weakness  and  waking.  Blessed  be 
his  name !" 

On  the  morning  of  his  departure  (for  Lisbon),  Lady 
Huntingdon  entered  his  room,  and  found  him  weeping 
over  the  open  Bible  lying  before  him, 

"You  are  in  tears,  sir,"  she  said. 

"  I  am  weeping,  madam,"  replied  the  Doctor,  in  a  faint 
yet  solemn  tone,  "but  they  are  tears  of  joy  and  comfort. 
I  can  give  up  my  country,  my  friends,  my  relatives  into 
the  hands  of  God;  and  as  to  myself,  I  can  as  well  go  to 
heaven  from  Lisbon  as  from  my  own  study  at  North- 
ampton." 

*'  I  see,  indeed,  no  prospect  of  recovery,"  again  said 
the  dying  man,  "  yet  my  heart  rejoiceth  in  my  God  and 
my  Saviour,  and  I  can  call  him,  under  this  failure  of 
everything  else,  its  strength  and  everlasting  portion. 
God  hath  indeed  been  mercifully  good  to  me,  but  I  am 
less  than  the  least  of  his  mercies ;  less  than  the  least 
hope  of  his  children.  Adored  be  his  grace  for  whatever 
he  hath  wrought  by  me." 

On  the  30th  of  September,  accompanied  by  his  anxious 
wife  and  servant,  he  sailed  from  Falmouth ;  and,  revived 
by  the  soft  breezes  and  the  ship's  storm!  ess  passage,  he 
sat  in  his  easy  chair  in  the  cabin  enjoying  the  brightest 
thoughts  of  all  his  life.  "  Such  transporting  views  of  the 
heavenly  world  is  my  Father  now  indulging  me  with  as 
no  words  can  express,"  was  his  frequent  exclamation. — 
Mrs.  KnigMs  ^^I^cidy  Huntingdon  and  her  Fr lends ^ 
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REV.  WILLIAM  HERVEY. 

"  Palms  of  glory,  radiant  bright, 

Crowns  that  never  fade  away, 

Gird  and  deck  the  saints  in  light. 

Priests,  and  kings  and  conquerors  they. 

"Yet  the  conquerors  bring  their  palms 
To  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 
And  proclaim  in  joyful  psalms, 
Victory  through  Ilis  cross  alone. 

"Kings  their  crowns  for  harps  resign. 
Crying  as  they  touch  the  chords. 
Take  the  kingdom,  it  is  Thine. 
King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords.' 

"  Round  the  altar  priests  confess, 
If  their  robes  are  white  as  snow ; 
'Twas  the  Saviour's  righteousness, 
And  his  blood  that  made  them  so." 

"He  had  long  desired  to  depart,  and  to  be  with  Christ, 
which  he  knew  was  far  better  than  to  abide  in  the  flesh, 
but  he  waited  patiently  for  the  Lord's  time. 

'"A  friend  of  mine,'  continues  the  Rev.  Mr.  Romaine, 
*was  much  with  him  on  the  15th  of  December,  and  the 
discourse  turned  upon  what  Christ  had  done  for  his  soul. 
Mr.  Hervey  spoke  strongly  and  earnestly  of  the  assur- 
ance of  his  faith.      .      .      The  doctor  seeing  the  great 
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difficulty  and  pain  with  which  he  spoke,  desired  that  he 
would  spare  himself.  "No,"  says  he,  "doctor,  no.  You 
tell  me  I  have  but  a  few  moments  to  live.  Oh,  let  me 
spend  them  in  adoring  our  great  Kedeemer.  Though  my 
flesh  and  my  heart  fail  me,  yet  God  is  the  strength  of 
my  heart,  and  my  portion  forever!  "  He  then  expatiated 
in  the  most  striking  manner  upon  these  words  of  St. 
Paul,  1  Cor.  iii.  22,  23,  "All  things  are  yours,  life  and 
death:  for  ye  are  Christ's!"  "Here,"  says  he,  "is  the 
treasure  of  the  Christian.  Death  is  reckoned  amongst  this 
inventory,  and  a  noble  treasure  it  is.  How  thankful  am 
I  for  death ;  as  it  is  the  message  through  which  I  am  to 
pass  to  the  Lord  and  Giver  of  eternal  life;  and  as  it 
frees  me  from  all  this  misery  you  now  see  me  endure, 
and  which  I  am  willing  to  endure  as  long  as  God  thinks 
fit;  for  I  know  he  will,  by-and-bye,  in  his  own  good 
time,  dismiss  me  from  the  body.  These  light  afflictions 
are  but  for  a  moment,  and  then  comes  an  eternal  weight 
of  glory.  Oh,  welcome,  welcome  death;  thou  may  est 
well  be  reckoned  among  the  treasures  of  a  Christian.  To 
live  is  Christ,  but  to  die  is  gain."  After  which,  as  the 
doctor  was  taking  his  final  leave  of  him,  Mr.  Hervey 
spoke  of  the  great  love  of  God  in  Christ  to  him. 
He  expressed  gratitude  to  him  for  his  visits,  though  it 
had  been  long  out  of  the  power  of  medicine  to  cure  him. 
He  then  paused  a  little,  and  with  serenity  and  sweetness 
in  his  countenance,  though  the  pangs  of  death  were  then 
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upon  him,  repeated  those  triumphant  words — "Lord,  now 
lettest  thou  thy  servant  depart  in  peace,  according  to 
thy  most  holy  and  comfortable  word,  for  mine  eyes  have 
seen  thy  precious  salvation.  Here,  doctor,  is  my  cordial. 
What  are  all  the  cordials  to  the  dying,  compared  to  the 
salvation  of  Christ?  This,  this  supports  me."  He  found 
this  supporting  him  in  his  las-t  moments,  and  declared  it 
by  saying  twice  or  thrice,  "precious  salvation,"  and  then 
leaning  against  the  side  of  the  easy  chair  in  which  he 
sat,  he  shut  his  eyes  and  fell  asleep.  Oh,  precious  salva- 
tion !  Mr.  Hervey  knew  that  whenever  the  Lord  should 
call  him  out  of  this  life,  he  should  be  found  in  Christ 
not  having  his  own  righteousness,  which  is  of  the  law, 
but  that  which  is  through  the  faith  of  Christ,  the 
righteousness  which  is  of  God  by  faith;  and  clothed  in 
this  righteousness,  he  was  certain  that  he  should  appear 
at  the  bar  of  justice,  without  sin  unto  eternal  salvation.' " 
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REV.  SAMUEL  WALKEU. 

'•'There's  no  such  thing  as  death' 

To  those  who  think  aright, 
'Tis  but  the  racer  casting  off 

What  most  impedes  his  flight; 
'Tis  but  one  little  act, 

Life's  drama  must  contain ; 
One  struggle  keener  than  the  rest, 

And  then,  an  end  of  pain. 

*• '  There's  no  such  thing  as  death' — • 

That  which  is  thus  miscalled, 
Is  life  escaping  from  the  chains 

That  have  so  long  enthralled; 
'Tis  a  once  hidden  star, 

Piercing  the  clouds  of  night, 
To  shine  in  gentle  radiance  forth 

Amid  its  kindred  light. 

•"There's no  such  thing  as  death'— 

In  nature,  nothing  dies ; 
From  each  sad  remnant  of  decay 

Some  forms  of  life  arise. 
The  faded  leaf  that  falls 

All  sere  and  brown  to  earth, 
Ere  long  will  mingle  with  the  shape 

That  give  the  floweret  birth. 
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"  'There's  no  such  thing  as  death  ;' 

'Tis  but  the  blossom-spray, 
Sinking  before  the  coming  fruit 

That  seeks  the  summer  ray  : 
'Tis  but  the  bud  displaced, 

As  comes  the  perfect  flower ; 
'Tis  faith  exchanged  for  sight, 

And  weariness  for  power." 


*'  In  the  summer  of  the  year  1751,  Mr.  Walker's  ill- 
ness assumed  a  character  which  plainly  foretold  that  his 
end  was  near  at  hand.  .  .  But  in  all  his  trials  he  was 
supported  and  comforted. 

.  .  .  "  '  I  have  now,'  he  said,  *  no  doubt  respecting  my 
state  in  Christ  or  respecting  my  future  glory.  Behold  I 
am  going  down  to  the  gates  of  the  grave  and  holy  angels 
wait  for  me.  Why  do  you  trouble  yourselves  and  weep? 
Can  you  not  rejoice  with  me?  I  am  going  to  heaven. 
Christ  died ;  my  Lord  !  Oh !  had  I  strength  to  express 
myself,  I  could  tell  you  enough  to  make  your  hearts  leap 
for  joy.  God  is  all  love  to  me,  and  my  trials  are  very 
slight.' 

"  The  last  struggles  of  expiring  nature  in  this  eminent 
servant  of  Christ,  are  represented  to  have  been  very 
severe,  and  were  perhaps  designed  to  display  to  those 
who  witnessed  them,  the  victory  of  faith  over  the  sting 
of  death.  In  the  midst  of  convulsions,  spasms,  and  such 
a  dreadful  sensation  in  his  heart,  that  it  seemed,  to  use 
his  own  words,  '  to  b#  tied  round  with  thongs,'  he  main- 
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tained  always  a  praying,  patient,  and  sometimes  an  ex- 
ultant spirit.  .  .  He  expressed  the  most  rapturous 
foretaste  of  future  bliss.  Awaking  from  a  doze,  lie  seized 
tlie  hand  of  his  nurse,  and  said  :  *  I  have  been  upon  the 
wings  of  the  cherubim,  heaven  has  been  in  a  manner 
opened  to  me ;  I  shall  be  soon  there  myself  and  am  only 
sorry  I  can  not  take  you  with  me.'  He  also  observed  to 
Mr.  Burnet  that  if  his  strength  allowed,  he  could  tell 
him  news  which  would  rejoice  his  heart.  *  I  have  had,' 
he  said,  '  such  views  of  heaven ;  but  I  can  say  no  more.  * 
These  raptures  were,  however,  qualified  by  the  deepest 
humility. 

**  The  state  of  Mr.  Walker  just  before  he  died,  is  most 
satisfactorily  described  by  Lord  Dartmouth  in  a  letter  to 
their  mutual  friend,  Mr.  Kawlings.  .  .  .  '  Dear  Mr. 
"Walker  is  still  alive,  but  so  near  the  confines  of  the  grave, 
that  the  only  wish  we  can  have  left  is  for  his  speedy  re- 
lease. .  .  He  opens  not  his  mouth,  but  to  utter  some 
useful  admonition  and  advice  to  those  about  him,  or  to 
declare  his  sense  of  the  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord,  and 
his  steadfast  confidence  in  God  his  Saviour.  "  I  know," 
said  he  to  me  yesterday,  "that  when  this  earthly  taber- 
nacle shall  be  dissolved,  I  shall  have  a  building  of  God, 
an  house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  heavens."  ' 

"  Lord  Dartmouth  wrote  to  his  friend.  Sir  Richard  Hill, 
in  these  aflfecting  terms :  *  Perhaps  I  may  be  the  first  to 
acquaint  you  with  the  happy  release  of  our  dear  friend, 
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Mr.  Walker.  lie  died  in  peace  on  Sunday  morning,  and 
was  buried  in  Lewisham  churchyard  yesterday.  His 
behaviour  during  the  last  stages  of  his  illness  wa«  the 
same  as  you  have  seen  it  before ;  if  I  may  not  say  that 
as  his  sufferings  increased,  his  faith  and  patience  in- 
creased also.  Indeed  as  the  outward  man  decayed,  the 
inward  man  was  renewed  day  by  day.  .  .  What  he 
did  utter,  was  to  praise  the  Lord  for  his  mercies,  and  to 
express  his  entire  confidence  in  his  faithfulness  and  truth. 
His  last  breath  was  drawn  without  any  struggle,  and  his 
countenance  since  his  death  is  full  of  sweet  composure 
and  peace.' " 
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REV.  WILLIAM  ROMAINE. 

Sweet  glories  rush  upon  my  sight, 
And  charm  my  wandering  eyes; 

The  regions  of  immortal  light; 
The  beauties  of  the  skies. 


Short  is  the  passage,  short  the  space 

Between  my  hon>e  and  me ; 
There!  there  behold  the  radiant  place! 

How  near  the  mansions  be! 

Immortal  wonders!  boundless  things! 

In  those  dear  worlds  appear.- 
Prepare  me,  Lord,  to  stretch  my  wings, 

And  in  those  glories  share. — Toplady. 


All  is  clear,  all  is  lovely,  all  brilliant  in  hue, 

And  heaven  effulgent  bursts  forth  to  his  view. — Towitsend. 

"Mr,  Romaine  from  the  commencement  of  his  illness 
had  no  anticipatian  of  his  recovery.  On  the  morning  of 
his  attack,  'he  came  down  to  breakfast,'  writes  his 
biographer,  'at  six  o'clock  as  usual,  presided  at  family 
devotion,  and  prayed  most  earnestly  to  God  that  he 
would  fit  them  for,  and  support  them  in  their  trials,  that 
day,  which  might  be  many.     He  returned  the  same  day 
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to  London,  and  conversed  most  profitably  and  comfort- 
ably on  the  way,  on  the  approach  of  death  and  near 
prospect  of  eternity.  He  remarked,  'Oh,  how  animating 
is  the  view  I  have  of  death  and  the  hope  laid  up  for  me 
in  heaven  full  of  glory  and  immortality.' 

"  He  replied  to ,  '  that  he  had  much  of  the  presence 

of  Jesus  with  him.  ...  He  had  been  in  the  deep 
waters,  but  had  enjoyed  much  support;  that  he  waited 
to  enter  into  the  courts  of  the  Lord ;  that  his  soul  was 
athirst  for  God,  yea,  even  for  the  living  God.'  He  said 
that  he  had  long  laid — at  first  in  the  arms  of  death,  and 
if  recovering,  it  was  very  slowly.  'But  this,'  he  said,  ' is 
but  a  poor,  dying  life  at  the  best ;  however,  he  was  in 
His  hands  who  would  do  the  best  for  him ;  and  added 
with  peculiar  energy,  'that  he  was  sure  that  he  had 
lived  to  experience  all  he  had  spoken,  and  all  he  had 
written,  and  he  blessed  God  for  it!'  After  much  the 
same  expressions,  he  added  to  another  friend,  'that  he 
had  the  peace  of  God  in  his  conscience,  and  the  love  of 
God  in  his  heart,  and  that  he  knew  was  sound  experience ! ' 
And  again,  '  he  knew  before  the  doctrines  he  preached  to 
be  truths,  but  now  he  experienced  them  to  be  blessings.' 
Thanking  another  friend  for  a  visit,  he  said  that  he  had 
come  to  see  a  saved  sinner.  This  he  had  often  affirmed 
should  be  his  dying  trust,  and  that  he  desired  to  die 
with  the  language  of  the  publican  in  his  mouth,  'God 
be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner!' 
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"He  was  frequently  saying,  *0h,  how  good  is  God. 
What  entertainment  and  comfort  does  lie  give  me.  What 
a  prospect  do  I  see  before  me  of  glory  and  immortality! 
He  is  my  God  m  life,  and  death,  and  throughout  eternity.' 

"  On  Saturday,  the  twenty-fifth  of  July,  he  lay  upon  the 
couch  all  day  in  extreme  weakness  of  body,  but  strong 
in  faith,  giving  glory  to  God — the  power  of  Christ  was 
resting  upon  him,  and  keeping  him  in  the  continual 
exercise  of  prayer  and  praise.  This  was  the  last  day 
spent  upon  earth,  and  in  the  close  of  it,  he  was  thought 
to  have  said,  'Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley 
and  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art 
with  me !  About  an  hour  before  he  died,  his  friend  and 
host  went  up  to  him  and  said,  'I  hope,  my  dear  sir,  you 
now  find  the  salvation  of  Jesus  Christ  precious  and  valu- 
able to  you?'  His  answer  was,  'He  is  a  precious  Saviour 
to  me  now.'  These  were  the  last  words  which  he  uttered 
to  man.  To  the  Lord  he  said,  'Holy!  holy,  holy,  holy 
blessed  Jesus,  to  thee  be  endless  praise!'  And  in  the 
first  hour  of  the  next  day,  which  was  the  Sabbath,  he 
resigned  his  sjpirit  to  God  who  gave  it." 
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TvEV.  IIENKY  VENN. 

Harp!  lift  thy  voice  on  high — shout,  angels,  shout! 

And  loudest  ye  redeemed!  glory  to  God, 

And  to  the  Lamb,  who  bought  us  witli  His  blood, 

From  every  kindred,  nation,  people,  tonsrue: 

And  washed,  and  sanctified,  and  saved  our  souls; 

And  gave  us  robes  of  linen  pure,  and  crowns 

Of  life,  and  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God. 

Thousands  of  thousands — thousands  infinite — 

With  voice  of  boundless  love,  answered — Amen. 

And  through  eternity,  near  and  remote, 

The  worlds  adoring,  echoed  back — Amen. 

And  God  the  Father,  Son  and  Holy  Ghost— 

The  One  Eternal!  smiled  superior  bliss. 

And  every  eye,  and  every  face  in  heaven, 

lieflecting  and  reflected,  beamed  with  love. — Pollock. 


Oh  blessed  word,  Oh  deep  decree, 

More  holy  than  we  think! 
With  God  no  grief  or  woe  can  be, 

No  bitter  cup  to  diink; 
No  sickening  hopes,  no  want  or  care, 
No  hurt  can  ever  reach  thee  there; 
Yes,  in  that  Father's  sheltered  home, 
1  know  that  sorrow  cannot  come. — Paul  Grrhardt. 
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"  I  AM  mncli  reduced,"  he  remarked  in  a  letter  to , 

"and  have  nothing  but  a  decrease  of  bodily  strength  to 
expect,  for  my  appetite  is  almost  gone ; — not  that  I  have 
cause  of  complaint.  ...  I  have  enjoyed  the  word 
of  God;  and  'my  meditation  of  Him  ha^  been  sweet.' 
I  was  never  more  happy.  This  one  thing  I  will  desire 
of  the  Lord,  and  with  the  prayer  of  faith  require,  that  I 
may  find  grace  sufficient  for  me.  I  have  a  sweet  enjoy- 
ment of  midnight  hours  when  I  cannot  sleep.  At  three 
or  four  I  sit  up  in  my  bed,  and  you  and  yours  and  the 
rest  of  my  children,  are  before  me  as  in  a  picture;  and 
I  am  entreating  my  God  for  your  growth  in  usefulness — 
for  your  living  a  bright  example  of  your  Christian  pro- 
fession. 

.  "One  year  and  a  half  I  have  been  nearly  a 
prisoner  to  my  house ;  soon  shall  I  be  (unless  suddenly 
translated)  to  my  chamber,  and  then  to  my  bed;  and 
then  this  body  shall  rest  in  the  grave,  and  my  spirit 
'enter  with  boldness,'  (even  mine!)  'into  the  holiest,  by 
the  blood  of  Jesus!'  ...  I  am  so  infirm  as  not  to 
be  able  to  pray  with  my  own  family ;  nevertheless,  '  He 
that  loved  me  will  love  me  to  the  end.     One  thing  only 
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I  (lu.sire,  without  ceasing — that,  for  the  sake  of  the 
thousands  to  whom  I  have  preached  'the  unsearchable 
riches  of  Christ,'  and  contended  for  his  glory,  I  may,  in 
the  hour  of  death,  look  through  an  open  heaven  to  a 
crucified  Saviour  smiling  upon  my  guilty  soul.  At  the 
close  of  a  letter  to  Lady  Mary  Fitzgerald,  January  17, 
1795,  the  following  noble  sentence  occurs:  'I  have  not 
slept  out  of  my  house,  or  been  further  than  my  garden 
and  the  adjoining  fields,  for  more  than  eighteen  months; 
yet  I  enjoy  liberty.  I  soar  to  heaven,  and  mix  in  the 
society  of  Cherubim  and  Seraphim,  and  all  the  ransomed 
of  the  Lord.' 

"  I  have  to  tell  you — and  would,  if  it  were  with  my 
last  breath — that  I  can  wish  for  nothing  more  than  I  now 
find  Christ  is  to  me." 
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MRS.  SARAH  MORE. 

"  I  WANT  to  put  on  my  attire 

Washetl  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ; 
I  want  to  be  one  of  your  choir, 

And  tune  my  sweet  harp  to  His  name ! 
I  want — Oh,  I  want  to  be  there, 

Where  sorrow  and  sin  bid  adieu — ■ 
Your  joy  and  your  friendship  to  share, 

To  wonder  and  worship  with  you." 


0  death,  no  more,  no  more  dehay; 
My  spirit  longs  to  flee  away, 

And  be  at  rest ; 
The  will  of  Heaven  my  will  shall  be, — 

1  bow  to  the  divine  decree. 

To  God's  behest. — Longfellow. 

"  The  Christian  magnanimity  by  which  the  departure 
of  this  valuable  person  was  distinguished,  has  been 
recorded  by  a  friend  who  was  constantly  in  her  chamber 
during  her  last  sickness. 

"'The  last  hours  of  our  dear  friend,  Mrs.  S.  More, 
afforded  so  wonderful  a  manifestation  of  the  mercy  and 
faithfulness  of  God,  and  of  the  efficacy  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  that  I  have  felt  it  a  solemn  duty  to  set  down  as 
many  of  the  particulars  (too  many  have  escaped)  as  I 
can  recollect,  both  for  my  own  edification,  and  for  the 
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consolation  of  those  friends  who  are  more  peculiarly- 
interested  in  this  display  of  the  power  and  goodness  of 
the  Lord. 

" '  From  a  very  slight  indication  which  appeared  about 
Eix  months  before  her  departure,  she  was  able  to  antici- 
pate the  whole  progress  and  fatal  termination  of  her 
disorder,  which  she  explained  to  a  confidential  serviint 
with  a  composure  and  an  acquiescence  in  the  Diviue  will 
which  was  truly  admirable,  and  which  never  for  a  moment 
forsook  her ;  adding,  at  the  same  time,  that  not  an  hour 
of  any  day  passed  in  which  she  did  not  inwardly  send 
up  that  supplication  of  the  Litany,  "In  the  hour  of  death, 
and  in  the  day  of  judgment,  good  Lord  deliver  me." 

.  .  .  .  "  *  At  one  time,  when  she  was  sitting  in  the 
parlor  under  very  sharp  suffering,  one  of  her  sisters 
exclaimed,  "Poor  Sallie!  you  are  in  dreadful  pain."  She 
answered,  "I  am,  indeed,  but  it  is  all  well." 

" '  At  length  it  became  impossible  for  her  any  longer  to 
support  a  sitting  position,  and  just  before  she  was  assisted 
up  stairs  for  the  last  time,  she  thi-ew  a  look  all  around 
her,  evidently  taking  a  mental  farewell  of  the  scene  to 
which  she  had  been  so  long  accustomed,  with  a  look 
which,  though  she  uttered  no  word,  was  full  of  solemn 
meaning.  .  .  . 

"  *  One  day  after  she  had  lain  for  some  time  in  an  almost 
insensible  state,  a  friend  tried  her  with  a  few  texts  of 
Scripture;  she  suddenly  burst  forth;  "can  any  thing  be 
3* 
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finer  than  that?  it  makes  one's  face  sliine  !"  Towards 
the  latter  part  of  her  iUness,  she  asked  one  day  to  have 
a  little  girl,  in  whom  she  was  interested,  brought  to  her. 
She  could  only  deliver  herself  in  short  sentences,  but  her 
words  were,  "God  bless  thee,  my  dear  "child;  love  God; 
serve  God ;  love  to  pray  to  God  more  than  to  do  any 
thing  else."  One  night  she  complained  of  too  much  light, 
adding  that  "the  smallest  light  was  enough  to  die  by." 

"'Mrs.  H.  More  asked  her  if  she  had  comfort  in  her 
mind.  "Yes,"  she  replied,  "  I  have  no  uncomfort  at  all." 
She  was  then  asked  if  she  knew  some  friend  that  was  in 
the  room.  "  Oh !  yes,"  she  answered,  "  I  know  everybody 
and  remember  every  thing."  "Oh,  poor  dear  soul,"  said 
one  of  her  attendants,  "she  remembers  her  sufferings, 
too !"  "  No,"  she  answ^ered  in  a  tone  of  the  most  afi'ecting 
resignation,  "I  do  not  think  of  them."  When  she  was 
supposed  to  be  very  near  her  last  hour,  on  her  medical 
attendant  wishing  her  a  good  morning,  she  raised  her 
hands  in  a  holy  transport,  exclaiming,  "Oh,  for  the 
glorious  morning  of  the  resurrection ! — but  there  are 
some  grey  clouds  between  ! "  She  then  blessed  him  and 
all  his  family,  and  exhorted  him  to  love  God  and  to  take 
care  of  his  soul.  "Oh,"  she  exclaimed,  "if  this  should  be 
the  blessed  hour  of  my  deliverance,  may  I  die  the  death 
of  the  righteous,  and  may  my  last  thoughts  be  thoughts 
of  faithfulness !  "  The  following  day  she  awoke  suddenly 
out  of  a  tranquil  sleep,  crying  out  in  a  rapture,  "Blessing 
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and  honor,  and  glory,  and  power  be  unto  the  Lamb, — 
Hallelujah!" 

.  .  .  "'In  the  evening  of  her  last  day  but  one, 
though  scarcely  able  to  articulate,  she  murmured  out  to 
those  who  stood  around  her,  "Talk  of  the  cross — the 
precious  cross — the  King  of  love."  On  the  very  morning 
of  her  blessed  and  quiet  release  from  an  earthly  exist- 
ence, though  no  longer  able  to  swallow  food  or  discern 
any  outward  object,  she  was  still  enabled  to  give  an 
evidence  of  the  heavenly  frame  of  her  mind ;  a  friend 
repeating  to  her  the  heart-sustaining  assurance,  "The 
blood  of  Christ  cleanseth  irom  all  sin,"  she  pronounced 
with  a  devout  motion  of  her  hands  and  eyes,  "cleanseth," 
and  a  moment  after,  "  Blessed  Jesus,"  and  these  were  the 
last  of  her  words  that  could  be  collected.  It  is  scarcely 
necessary  to  repeat,  after  such  a  relation,  that  hey  whole 
conduct  during  her  conflict  with  this  last  enemy,  was  one 
uniform  and  uninterrupted  display  (when  she  was  in  the 
possession  of  her  faculties)  of  those  fruits  of  the  Spirit 
enumerated  by  the  Apostle,  "  Love,  2:)eace,  meekness,  long- 
suffering,  faith;  " — and  it  only  remains  for  us  to  pray  that 
our  latter  end  may  be  like  hers.'  " 
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MISS    CAEOLINE  E.  SMELT. 

Her  faith  can  govern  death,  she  spreads  her  wings, 

Wide  to  the  wind,  and  as  she  sails  she  sings, 

And  loses  by  degrees  the  sight  of  mortal  things. 

As  the  shores  lessen,  so  her  joys  arise, 

The  waves  roll  gentler,  and  the  tempest  dies  : 

Now  vast  eternity  fills  all  her  sight, 

She  floats  on  the  broad  deep  with  infinite  delight, 

The  seas  for  ever  calm,  the  skies  for  ever  bright. 

Isaac  "Watts. 

"  One  moment  she  beholds 
Herself  'mid  weeping  mortals,  and  the  next 
'Mid  seraphs  smiling  bright;  one  moment  hears 
The  painful  sob  of  sympathising  grief. 
The  next  the  shouts  of  gratulating  joy.' 
With  such  a  change  before  her  could  she  dread 
An  early  death  amid  the  fairest  scenes 
And  brightest  prospects  that  the  earth  presents  ?" 

"  After  being  some  time  .silent,  she  said  to  Mrs.  Smelt 
'  My  mother,  let  me  see  you  put  on  the  Christian's  beau- 
tiful robe — holy  submission.  You  will  not  be  left  alone ; 
for  the  Lord  is  your  friend,  and  he  can  be  more  to  you 
than  ten  sons  or  d'aughters.  Your  case  is  by  no  means  a 
new  one.  Kecollect  the  trials  of  your  namesake,  the  mo- 
ther of  our  blessed  Redeemer.  She  was  called  to  give 
up  her   divine  Son;  she  did  so.     He  died  a  most  cruel 
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and  ignominious  doatli.  He  had  none  of  the  tempor.il 
comforts  which  I  enjoy;  no  friends  to  soothe  his  sorrows; 
no  bed  on  which  to  rest  his  weary  limbs ;  no  kind  at- 
tendants to  administer  a  cooling  draught,  to  quench  a 
parching  thirst :  no,  he  had  to  drink  vinegar  and  gall. 
His  blessed  mother  was  not  allowed  to  sit  by  him,  as  you 
sit  by  me,  and  receive  Divine  comfort  from  his  sacred 
lips.  Oh,  my  dear  mother,  think  of  these  things  and 
believe  yourself  blessed.  Let  your  faith  rise  in  lively 
exercise  to  the  sufferings  of  the  Son  of  God.  View  him 
in  the  garden ;  go  with  him  to  Pilate.  See  his  patient 
meekness ;  like  a  lamb  dumb  before  his  shearers,  so  he 
opened  not  his  mouth.  He  suffered,  the  just  for  the  un- 
just, and  by  his  stripes  I  am  healed.  He  died  that  we 
might  live.  He  bore  our  sins  in  his  own  body,  he  was 
God  over  all,  blessed  for  ever,  and  yet  he  submitted  to 
the  death  of  the  cross,  that  a  perishing  world  might  be 
saved.  When  I  take  a  view  of  his  compassionate  mercy 
to  sinners,  I  am  lost  in  wonder.  "When  I  see  his  sacred 
temples  perforated,  and  encircled  w^ith  a  crown  of  thorns 
I  am  ready  to  cry  out,  '  And  did  my  Saviour  suffer 
thus?  For  whom  and  for  what  was  he  thus  afflicted  and 
scourged?'  In  a  moment  I  answer,  for  me — poor  un- 
worthy me;  and  not  only  for  sinful  me,  but  for  you,  my 
mother,  and  for  as  many  as  will  believe  in  his  all  suffi- 
cient atonement.  When  with  the  eye  of  faith,  I  see  my 
immaculate  Saviour  extended  on  the  cross,  my  heart  dis- 
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solves  witti  tenderness  and  gratitude.  I  feel  humble  and 
submissive,  ready  and  willing  to  suffer  anything,  yea, 
feel  happy  in  being  thought  worthy  to  suffer ;  for,  you 
know,  'Whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth.' 

"  Her  countenance  beamed  with  radiance  when  she  said, 
*  Farewell,  garden,  delightful  spot  for  innocent  amuse- 
ment. My  infant  feet  have  often  trod  your  walks,' — • 
and  smiling  when  she  added,  *  They  will  never  walk 
them  again.'  She  then  listened  with  apparent  rapture 
to  the  notes  of  a  little  bird,  which  was  perched  on  a  tree 
near  her  window,  until  her  soul  seemed  transported  al- 
most to  heaven.  She  soon  afterwards  desired  her  mother 
to  bring  the  Bible  to  her,  and  read  the  one  hundred  and 
twenty-first  Psalm,  the  whole  of  which  she  was  enabled  to 
apply  to  herself.  Mrs.  Smelt  then  read  to  her  some  pas- 
sages in  Isaiah.  Caroline  exclaimed,  *  It  is  the  word  of 
God.  I  feel  it  in  my  very  soul.  Isaiah  is  a  Divine  pro- 
phet ;  he  is  my  prophet.         ***** 

** '  My  gracious  Lord  will  not  inflict  one  unnecessary 
pain.  He  will  enable  me  to  sustain  to  the  very  last, 
every  affliction  or  trial  which  is  necessary  to  the  health 
of  my  immortal  soul.'  Then  pointing  with  her  finger  to 
the  Bible,  she  continued,  '  What  has  he  said  in  Isaiah, 
xliii.  1-3?  .  .  .  These  promises  fill  my  heart  Avith 
Divine  joy.  I  have  the  most  perfect  confidence  in  them, 
and  feel  not  the  smallest  doubt  of  their  fulfilment  in  my 
behalf.     Oh,  heavenly   Parent,  thy  tender    mercies    to- 
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wards  me  are  not  to  be  numbered,  nor  can  they  be  con- 
ceived.' 

"  Her  mother  then  said  to  her,  *  My  beloved  Caroline, 
you  are  very  ill ;  how  are  your  feelings  to  day  ?  Is  your 
faith  as  strong  in  the  Lord  Jesus  as  ever ;  are  you  as 
willing  to  depart,  and  are  your  views  of  Divine  mercy  as 
great,  as  clear  as  they  have  been  ?'  She  replied  with  a 
countenance  beaming  with  Divine  love,  *  Just  the  same, 
just  the  same.  My  heavenly  Father  has  never  left  me ; 
and  whether  I  live  or  die  it  will  be  to  the  glory  of  God.' 
...  It  was  soon  discovered  that  her  speech  began  to 
fail.  Her  mother  took  leave  of  her  with  great  com- 
posure. She  shortly  afterwards  fell  asleep  and  never 
spoke  again." 

"  Asleep  in  Jesus,  blessed  sleep,"  etc. 
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MARTHA  MOORE. 

"  Blest  be  the  strain  of  high  belief, 
Which  says  that  souls  that  part  in  grief, 
Part  only  for  a  time." 

There  is  a  Spirit  to  our  spirits  given, 

Which  holds  communion  with  our  better  part, 

AVhich  sheds  a  hallow'd  influence  on  our  heart, 

Gives  pinions  to  our  thoughts  and  to  our  prayers, 

And  harmonizes  all  our  doubts  and  cares, 

To  meek  submission.     An  intelligence 

That  gladdens,  with  its  hidden  influence, 

All  space,  all  time,  and  trains  our  earthly  eye 

To  bear  the  blaze  of  immortality. — Boweing. 

Barley  Wood,  Oct.  25,  1819. 
*  *  *  It  has  pleased  God  to  visit  me  with  a  loss  as 
great  as  it  is  irreparable.  My  only  remaining  sister,  the 
comfort  of  my  life,  whose  principles,  sentiments,  and  pur- 
suits, were  so  exactly  my  own,  as  almost  to  identify  u.s, 
is  taken  from  me,  after  four  days'  illness.  The  selfish  feel- 
ing, "That  I  must  finish  my  journey  alone,"  will  too 
much  intrude  and  sadden  my  oppressed  heart,  though  I 
trust  my  deep  sorrow  is  unmingled  with  any  murmuring. 
He  who  gave  her  had  a  right  to  resume  her,  and  I  was 
enabled  to  say  as  I  received  her  last  sigh,  "  Blessed  be 
the  name  of  the  Lord!"     Her  life  had  been  most  exem- 
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plary,  and  it  is  liard  to  say  whether  devotion  (of  a  sober 
and  earnest  ki.nd)  or  charity  was  the  most  striking  fea- 
ture of  her  character.  Her  death  was  such  as  I  would 
desire  for  myself  and  every  Christian  friend.  In  her 
lucid  intervals,  she  w^as  constantly  in  prayer  or  praise; 
repeatedly  declared  she  had  a  full,  entire  reliance  on  her 
Saviour,  and  renounced  all  trust  in  anything  else.  When 
a  friend,  seeing  her  in  extreme  agony,  pitied  her,  she  an- 
swered, "  I  love  whatever  comes  from  God,  and  therefore 
I  love  my  sufferings."  The  first  verse  of  the  twenty- 
seventh  Psalm  was  frequently  in  her  mouth.  The  habits 
of  her  mind  and  of  her  life,  were  apparent  to  the  last; 
in  her  delirium  she  was  perpetually  crying  out,  "  Be 
sure,  let  the  poor  woman  have  her  shoes — do  not  forget 
that  old  man's  clothing." — Letter  from  Miss  Hannah 
Moore, 
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DE.  PAYSON. 

"  What  seraph-like  music  steals  over  the  sea, 
Entrancing  the  senses  with  charmed  melody  ? 
'Tis  the  voice  of  the  angels  borne  soft  on  the  air, 
'Tis  for  me  they  are  calling,  my  welcome  I  hear. 

"  On  Jordan's  lone  river  I  eagerly  stand, 
And  stretch  forth  my  hands  to  that  beautiful  land — 
8end  a  convoy  of  angels,  dear  Saviour,  I  pray, 
I  must  join  their  sweet  music — away,  Oh,  away. 

•'  Tho'  cold  are  the  billows  and  dark  is  the  wave, 
With  Jesus  beside  me,  their  tempest  I'll  brave, 
For  the  heavenly  music  has  ravished  me  so, 
I  must  join  their  loud  chorus — I'll  go;  yes,  I'll  gol" 


"  The  gates  of  pearl  wide  open  flew, 
The  Lord  of  Glory  shone  in  view ; 
His  gaze  of  wondrous  love  and  light 
Enrobed  the  saint  in  glory  bright. 

•'  He  fled !  to  join  the  brilliant  throng, 
To  add  fresh  triumph  to  the  song ; 
But  ere  the  link  to  earth  was  riven, 
Death  was  dissolved  in  lasting  heaven  !" 

During  mnch  of  the  last  year  of  his  life,  he  suffered 
the  most  severe  bodily  anguish.  His  right  arm  and  left 
side  lost  all  power  of  motion,  and  the  flesh  became  insen- 
sible to  external  applications,  while  internally  he  expe- 
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rienced  a  sensation  of  burning,  which  he  compared  to  a 
stream  of  liquid  fire  pouring  through  his  bones.  He 
continued  his  public  ministrations  a  part  of  each  Sabbath 
for  some  months  after  this  attack ;  and  when  prostrated 
on  his  dying  bed,  was  enabled  through  the  marvellous 
displays  of  divine  grace,  to  plead  with  unwonted  elo- 
quence the  cause  of  his  Redeemer.  On  the  19th  of 
September  he  dictated  the  following  letter  to  his  sister : 

"  September  19th,  1827. 
"  My  Dear  Sister  : — Were  I  to  adopt  the  figurative 
language  of  Bunyan,  I  might  date  this  letter  from  the 
land  of  Beulah,  of  which  I  have  been  for  some  weeks  a 
happy  inhabitant.  The  celestial  city  is  full  in  my  view. 
Its  glories  beam  upon  me,  its  breezes  fan  me,  its  odors 
are  wafted  to  me,  its  sounds  strike  upon  my  ears,  and  its 
spirit  is  breathed  into  my  heart.  Nothing  separates  me 
from  it  but  the  river  of  death,  Avhich  now  appears  but  as 
an  insignificant  rill  that  may  be  crossed  at  a  single  step, 
whenever  God  shall  give  permission.  The  Sun  of  righte- 
ousness has  been  gradually  drawing  nearer  and  nearer, 
appearing  larger  and  brighter  as  He  approached,  and 
now  He  fills  the  whole  hemisphere,  pouring  forth  a  flood 
of  glory,  in  which  I  seem  to  float  like  an  insect  in  the 
beams  of  the  sun ;  exulting,  yet  almost  trembling,  while 
I  gaze  on  this  excessive  brightness,  and  wondering  witK 
unutterable  wonder,  why  God  should  deign  thus  to  shine 
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upon  a  sinful  worm.  A  single  heart  and  a  single  tongue 
seem  altogether  inadequate  to  my  wants :  I  want  a 
whole  heart  for  every  separate  emotion,  and  a  whole 
tongue  to  express  that  emotion. 

"  But  why  do  I  speak  thus  of  myself  and  my  feelings? 
why  not  speak  only  of  our  Gc^l  and  Redeemer?  It  is 
because  I  know  not  what  to  say.  When  I  w^ould  speak 
of  them,  my  words  are  all  swallowed  up.  I  can  only 
tell  you  what  effects  their  presence  produces,  and  even 
of  these  I  can  tell  you  but  very  little.  0  my  sister,  my 
sister,  could  you  but  know  what  aw^aits  the  Christian; 
could  you  only  know  so  much  as  I  know,  you  could  not 
refrain  from  rejoicing  and  even  leaping  for  joy.  Labors, 
trials,  troubles,  would  be  nothing;  you  would  rejoice  in 
afflictions,  and  glory  in  tribulations;  and  like  Paul  and 
Silas,  sing  God's  praises  in  the  darkest  night  and  in  the 
deepest  dungeon.  You  have  known  a  little  of  my  trials 
and  conflicts,  and  know  that  they  have  been  neither  few 
nor  small;  and  I  hope  this  glorious  termination  of  them 
"will  serve  to  strengthen  your  faith  and  elevate  your 
hope. 

"And  now,  my  dear,  dear  sister,  farewell.  Hold  on 
your  Christian  course  but  a  few  days  longer,  and  you  will 
meet  in  heaven,  your  happy  and  affectionate  brother, 

"  Edward  Payson." 

September  21 — He  exclaimed,  "0,  what  a  blessed  thing 
it  is  to  lose  one's  will.     Since  I  have  lost  my  will,  I  have 
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found  happiness.  There  can  be  no  such  thing  as  dis- 
appointment to  me,  for  I  have  no  desires  but  that  (rod's 
will  may  be  accomplished." 

He  was  asked,  "Do  you  feel  yourself  reconciled?" 
*'0,  that  is  too  cold.  I  rejoice,  I  triumph;  and  this 
happiness  will  endure  as  long  as  God  himself,  for  it  con- 
sists in  admiring  and  adoring  him.  I  can  find  no  words 
to  express  my  happiness.  I  seem  to  be  swimming  in  a 
river  of  pleasure,  which  is  carrying  me  on  to  a  great 
fountain. 

"Christians  might  avoid  much  trouble  and  inconve- 
nience, if  they  would  only  believe  what  they  profess — 
that  God  is  able  to  make  them  happy  without  any  thing 
else.  They  imagine  that  if  such  a  dear  friend  were  to  die, 
and  such  blessings  to  be  removed,  they  should  be  miser- 
able ;  whereas  God  can  make  them  a  thousand  times  happier 
without  them.  To  mention  my  own  case  :  God  has  been 
depriving  me  of  one  blessing  after  another ;  but  as  every 
one  was  removed,  he  has  come  in  and  filled  up  the  place, 
and  now  when  I  am  a  cripple,  and  not  able  to  move,  I 
am  happier  than  I  ever  was  in  my  life  before,  or  ever 
expected  to  be,  and  if  I  had  believed  this  twenty  years 
ago,  I  might  have  been  spared  much  anxiety. 

"It  is  always  interesting  to  see  others  in  a  situation  in 
which  we  know  that  we  must  shortly  be  placed  our- 
selves ;  and  we  all  know  that  we  must  die.  And  to  see 
a  poor  creature,  when,  after  an  alternation  of  hopes  and 
4* 
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fears,  lie  finds  that  his  disease  is  mortal,  and  death  comes 
to  take  him  away  from  every  thing  he  loves,  and  crowds 
and  crowds  him  to  the  very  verge  of  the  precipice  of 
destruction,  and  then  thrusts  him  down  headlong — there 
he  is,  cast  into  an  unknown  world ;  no  friend,  no  Saviour 
to  receive  him.  0  how  different  is  this  from  the  state 
of  a  man  who  is  prepared  to  die.  He  is  not  obliged  to 
crowd  reluctant!}^  along;  but  the  other  world  comes  like 
a  great  magnet,  to  draw  him  away  from  this;  and  he 
knows  that  he  is  going  to  enjoy — and  not  only  knows, 
but  begins  to  taste  it — perfect  happiness;  for  ever,  for 
ever  and  ever !       .       .       . 

"  And  now  God  is  in  this  room ;  I  see  him,  and  oh, 
how  unspeakably  lovely  and  glorious  does  he  appear — • 
worthy  of  ten  thousand,  thousand  hearts,  if  we  had  them. 
He  is  here  and  hears  me  pleading  with  the  creatures  that 
he  has  made,  whom  he  preserves  and  loads  with  bless- 
ings, to  love  him.  And  oh,  how  terrible  does  it  appear 
to  me  to  sin  against  this  God;  to  set  up  our  wills  in 
opposition  to  his ;  and  when  we  awake  in  the  morning 
instead  of  thinking,  '  What  shall  I  d-o  to  please  my  God 
to-day?'  to  inquire,  'What  shall  I  do  to  please  myself 
to-day  ?'  After  a  short  pause  he  continued,  '  It  makes 
my  blood  run  cold  to  think  how  inexpressibly  miserable 
I  should  now  be  without  religion.  To  lie  here  and  see 
myself  tottering  on  the  very  verge  of  destruction.  Oh,  I 
should  be  distracted.     And  when  I  see  my  fellow  crea- 
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turos  liable  at  wrvy  irKnncnt  to  lie  i(>«|ii<  (>,I  jo  (liis  situa,- 
tioM,  I  am  ill  an  a^^oiiy  lor  tlu'in,  I  hat  {\w.y  mav  oscapo 
their  danger  before  it.  be  loo  late." 

On  another  oecasion  he  said,  "  I  lind  no  satisfaet  ion  in 
looking  at  any  thing  I  have  done ;  I  want  to  leave  all 
this  behind — it  is  nothing — and  fly  to  Christ  to  be  clothed 
in  his  righteousness." 

A_<;ain,  "  T  have  done  nothing  mysiilf.  I  liave  not 
fought,  but  Christ  has  fought  for  me;  I  have  not  jun,  but 
Christ  has  carried  me  ;  I  have  not  worked,  but  Christ  has 
wrought  in  me:  Christ  has  done  all. 

"  Oh,  the  loving  kindness  of  God — his  loving  kindness! 
This  afternoon  while  I  was  meditating  on  it,  the  Lord 
seemed  to  pass  by  and  proclaim  himself,  'The  Lord,  the 
Lord  God,  merciful  and  gracious.'     Oh,  how  gracious.  .  . 

"  It  seemed  this  afternoon  as  if  Christ  said  to  nic,  '  You 
have  often  wondered  and  been  impatient  at  the  way  by 
which  I  have  led  you  ;  but  what  do  you  think  of  it  now?' 
and  I  was  cut  to  tho  heart,  when  1  looked  and  saw  the 
wisdom  and  goodness  by  which  I  had  been  guidiMl,  that 
I  could  ever  for  a  moment  distpist  his  love." 

Speaking  of  the  temper  refjuisite  to  the  riglit  discharge 
of  ministerial  duty,  he  said,  "  I  never  was  fit  to  sav  ii 
word  to  a  sinner,  except  when  T  had  a  l)rok('ii  heart  niv- 
self;  when  I  was  subdued  and  melted  into  penitenc(>  and 
felt  as  though  I  had  just   recovered  pardon  to  my  own 
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soul,  and  wlien  my  heart  was  full  of  tenderness  and 
pity. 

"  My  young  friends  if  I  were  master  of  tlie  whole  world, 
what  could  it  do  for  me  in  an  hour  like  this  ?  Were  all 
its  wealth  at  my  feet  and  all  its  inhabitants  striving  to 
make  me  happy,  what  could  they  do  for  me  ?  Nothing — 
nothing.  Now  all  this  happiness  I  trace  back  to  the  re- 
ligion which  I  have  preached,  and  to  the  time  when  that 
great  change  took  place  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  often 
told  you  is  necessary  to  salvation,  and  now  I  tell  you 
again,  that  without  this  change,  you  cannot,  no  you  cau- 
not  see  the  kingdom  of  God." 

A  friend  with  whom  he  had  been  conversing  on  his 
extreme  bodily  sufferings,  and  his  high  spiritual  joys,  re- 
marked, "  I  presume  it  is  no  longer  incredible  to  you,  if 
ever  it  was,  that  martyrs  should  rejoice  and  praise  God  in 
the  flames  and  on  the  rack."  "  No,"  said  he,  "  I  can 
easily  believe  it.  I  have  suffered  twenty  times — yes, 
to  speak  within  bounds,  twenty  times  as  much  as  I  could 
in  being  at  the  stake,  Avhile  my  joy  in  God  so  abounded 
as  to  render  my  sufferings  not  only  tolerable,  but  wel- 
come. The  sufferings  of  this  present  time  are  not  worthy 
to  be  compared  with  the  glory  that  shall  be  revealed.'' 

To  Mrs.  Pay  son "  My  dear,  I  think  it  might 

encourage  and  strengthen  you,  under  whatever  trials 
you  may  be  called  to  endure,  to  remember  me.  Oh,  you 
must  believe  that  it  will  be  great  peace  at  the  last." 
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At  another  time  he  said  to  her,  "  After  I  am  gone  you 
will  find  many  little  streams  of  beneficence  pouring  in 
upon  you,  and  you  will  perhaps  say,  '  I  wish  my  dear  hus- 
band were  here  to  know  this.'  My  dear  you  may  think 
I  do  know  it  by  anticipation,  and  praise  God  for  it  now." 

On  Sabbath,  October  21,  his  last  agony  commenced. 
Even  now  he  greeted  those  who  approached  him  with  a 
sweet  smile.  Once  he  exclaimed,  "  Peace  !  peace  !  vic- 
tory !  victory  !"  He  looked  on  his  wife  and  children,  and 
said  almost  in  the  words  of  dying  Joseph  to  his  brethren, 
words  which  he  had  before  s^Doken  of  as  having  a  pecu- 
liar sweetness,  and  which  he  now  wished  to  recall  to  her 
mind:  "I  am  going,  but  God  will  surely  be  with  you." 
A  little  before  he  died,  in  reply  to  an  inquiry  from  Mrs. 
Payson,  he  was  enabled,  with  extreme  difficulty  to  articu- 
late the  words,  "  Faith  and  patience  hold  out." 

This  ruling  passion  was  strong  in  death.  His  love  for 
preaching  was  as  invincible  as  that  of  the  raiser  for  gold, 
who  dies  grasping  his  treasure.  Dr.  Payson  directed  a 
label  to  be  attached  to  his  breast,  on  which  should  be 
written,  "  Remember  the  words  which  I  spake  unto  you 
being  yet  present  with  you  ;"  that  they  might  be  read  by 
all  who  came  to  look  at  him,  and  by  which  he  being  dead 
still  spoke. — Extracts  from  ''Last  Days  of  Rev.  Dr, 
Faysojif* 
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MISS  SUSANNAH  ARNOLD. 

"Thy  day  has  come,  not  gone; 
Thy  sun  has  ris'n,  not  set; 
Thy  life  is  now  beyond 
The  reach  of  fear  or  change ; 
Not  ended,  but  begun: 
Such  shall  our  life  be  soon ; 
And  then  the  meeting  day — • 
How  full  of  light  and  joy ! 
All  fear  of  change  cast  out: 
All  shadows  passed  away ; 
The  union  sealed  forever 
Between  us  and  our  Lord." 

And  friends,  dear  friends,  when  it  shall  be 
That  this  low  breath  is  gone  from  me, 

And  'round  my  bier  ye  come  to  weep, 
Let  one  most  loving  of  you  all 
Say,  "  Not  a  tear  must  o'er  her  fall — 

He  giveth  his  beloved  sleep." 

E.  Baeeet  Bkowning. 

"  Dr.  Arnold  toucliingly  describes  the  character  of  his 
sister  in  a  letter  dated — 

"  'September  17th,  1832. 

'^  *  *  *  '"Much  has  happened  since  April,  but 
nothing  to  me  of  so  much  interest  as  the  death  of  my 
dear  sister  Susannah,  after  twenty-one  years  of  suffering. 
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*  *  *  I  never  saw  nor  ever  liearcl  of  a  more  com- 
plete triumph  over  selfishness,  a  more  glorious  daily  re- 
newing of  soul  and  spirit  amidst  the  decays  and  suffer- 
ings of  the  body,  than  was  displayed  throughout  her 
twenty  years'  martyrdom.' 

"  Again  he  writes  :  '  I  must  conclude  with  a  more  de- 
lightful subject — my  most  dear  and  blessed  sister.  I 
never  saw  a  more  perfect  instance  of  the  spirit  of  power, 
and  of  love,  and  of  a  sound  mind;  intense  love,  almost 
to  the  annihilation  of  selfishness — a  daily  martyrdom  for 
twenty  years — during  which  she  adhered  to  her  early- 
formed  resolution  of  never  talking  about  herself ;  thought- 
ful about  the  very  pins  and  ribbons  of  my  wife's  dress, 
about  the  making  of  a  doll's  cap  for  a  child, — but  of  her- 
self, save  only  as  regarded  her  ripening  in  all  goodness, 
wholly  thoughtless,  enjoying  everything  lovely,  graceful, 
beautiful,  high-minded,  whether  in  God's  works  or  man's, 
with  the  keenest  relish:  inheriting  the  earth  to  the  very 
fulness  of  the  promise,  though  never  leaving  her  crib,  nor 
changing  her  posture ;  and  preserved  through  the  very 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  from  all  fear  or  impa- 
tience, or  from  every  cloud  of  impaired  reason,  which 
might  mar  the  beauty  of  Christ's  Spirit's  glorious  work. 
May  God  grant  that  I  might  come  but  within  one  hun- 
dred degrees  of  her  place  and  glory.'  " 
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MISS  HANNAH  MORE. 

Then  saw  I  this — that  whether  guileless  child, 
Or  youth,  or  age,  or  genius,  won  salvation, 

Each  self-renouncing  came ;   on  each  God  smiled — 
Each  found  the  love  of  Christ  rich  compensation 

For  loss  of  friends,  earth's  pleasures,  and  renown, — 

Each  entered  heaven,  and  by  "his  side  sat  down." 

Mrs.  Evans. 

"  0,  I  stand  trembling 
Where  foot  of  mortal  ne'er  hath  been ; 
Wrapt  in  the  radiance  of  that  sinless  land 
Which  eye  hath  never  seen. 

"  Bright  visions  come  and  go, 
Shapes  of  resplendent  beauty  'round  me  throng, 
From  angel  lips  I  seem  to  hear  the  flow 
Of  soft  and  holy  song." 

She  said  to  those  who  surrounded  her,  "  Grow  in  grace, 
and  in  the  knowledge  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Jesus  is 
aH  in  all.  God  of  grace,  God  of  light,  God  of  love,  whom 
have  I  in  heaven  but  thee  !"  When  very  sick,  she  said, 
"What  can  I  do?  What  can  I  not  do  with  Christ?  I 
know  that  my  Eedeemer  liveth.  Happy,  happy  are  those 
who  are  expecting  to  be  together  in  a  better  world.  The 
thought  of  that  world  lifts  the  mind  above  itself.     My 
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God  !  my  God  !  I  bless  thy  holy  name!  Oh,  the  love  of 
Christ,  the  love  of  Christ !  Mercy,  Lord,  is  all  I  ask  !  I 
am  never  tired  of  prayer.  ...  I  pray  to  God  to  for- 
give my  offences,  to  make  me  humble,  and  'looking  unto 
Jesus,  the  author  and  finisher  of  our  faith.'  Lord,  esta- 
blish, strengthen  us  !  '  The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of 
God ;'  how  I  love  that  Psalm !  Oh,  eternal,  immortal 
Lord,  I  prostrate  myself  before  thee,  utterly  unworthy 
of  thy  mercy !  Holy  Lord,  into  thy  hands  I  commend 
my  spirit !  into  thy  hands  I  commend  my  unworthy  self — • 
unworthy,  but  penitent."  *  *  *  * 

She  said  to  her  attendant,  who  had  been  repeating  some 
psalms  and  hymns,  "You  cannot  have  your  mind  too 
much  stored  with  these  things ;  when  you  get  old,  or  are 
in  solitude,  they  will  supply  you  with  comfort." 

She  often  exclaimed,  "  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me ; 
Christ,  have  mercy  upon  me,  and  make  me  patient  under 
my  sufferings.  Take  away  my  perverse  and  selfish  spirit, 
and  give  me  a  conformity  to  thy  will.  May  thy  will  be 
done  in  me,  and  by  me,  to  thy  praise  and  glory ;  I  desire 
only  to  be  found  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.  Lord,  I  am 
thine.  I  am  not  my  own  ;  I  am  bought  with  a  price,  a 
precious  price,  even  the  death  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me;  grant  me  an  abundant  en- 
trance into  thy  kingdom!  Jesus,  my  Saviour  and  my 
friend  !" 
5 
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She  talked  mucli  of  tlie  many  mercies  of  God  to  her 
through  her  very  long  life.  To  an  intimate  friend  she 
said  she  hoped  they  should  meet  in  glory ;  for  herself, 
she  had  hut  one  object  in  view,  and  that  was  to  wait  the 
Lord's  time.  "Lord,  strengthen  my  resignation  to  thy 
holy  will.  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me  a  miserable  sinner. 
Thou  hast  not  left  me  comfortless.  Oh,  Lord,  strengthen 
me  in  the  knowledge  of  my  Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  whom 
I  love  and  honor.  How  many  parts  of  the  Scripture 
speak  of  our  being  born  again.  Raise  my  desires,  purify 
my  affections,  sanctify  my  soul.  To  go  to  heaven — think 
what  that  is !  To  go  to  my  Saviour,  who  died  that  I 
might  live!  Lord,  humble  me:  subdue  every  evil  tem- 
per in  me.  May  we  meet  in  a  robe  of  glory;  through 
Christ's  merits  we  can  alone  be  saved."     *     *     *      *. 

She  said,  "  It  pleases.  God  to  afflict  me,  not  for  his 
pleasure,  but  to  do  me  good,  and  make  me  humble  and 
thankful;  Lord  I  believe.  I  do  believe  with  all  the 
powers  of  my  weak,  sinful  heart.  Lord  Jesus,  look  down 
upon  me  from  thy  holy  habitation,  strengthen  my  faith, 
and  quicken  me  in  my  preparation.  Support  me  in  that 
trying  hour  when  I  most  need  it !  It  is  a  glorious  thing 
to  die." 

When  one  talked  to  her  of  her  good  deeds,  she  said — 
"Talk  not  so  vainly;  I  utterly  cast  them  from  me,  and 
fall  low  at  the  foot  of  the  cross." 
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On  Friday,  the  6th  of  September,  1833,  we  ofifered  up 
the  morning  family  devotion  by  her  bedside.  She  was 
silent  and  apparently  attentive,  with  her  hands  devoutly 
lifted  up.  From  eight  in  the  evening  till  nearly  nine,  I 
pat  watching  her.  Her  face  was  smooth  and  glowing. 
There  was  an  unusual  brightness  in  its  expression.  She 
smiled  and  endeavored  to  raise  herself  a  little  from  her 
pillow  ;  she  reached  out  her  arms  as  if  catching  at  some- 
thing, and  while  making  this  effort,  she  once  called — 
"  Patty  !"  (the  name  of  her  last  and  dearest  sister),  very 
plainly,  and  exclaimed,  "Joy!"  In  this  state  of  quiet- 
ness and  inward  peace  she  remained  for  an  hour.  *  * 
At  six  o'clock  on  Saturday  morning  I  sent  in  for  Miss 
Roberts.  ...  I  saw  the  last  gentle  breath  escape; 
and  one  more  was  added  to  that  glorious  company,  which 
no  man  can  number,  who  sing  the  praises  of  God  and  of 
the  Lamb  for  ever. — Extracts  from  ''An  Account  of  the 
Experience  of  Miss  Hannah  More^  in  her  Eighty-ninth 
Yearr 
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MISS   ANZONETTAR  PETERS. 

"Then  while  ye  hear  my  heart  strings  break, 
How  sweet  my  moments  roll; 
A  mortal  paleness  on  my  cheek, 
And  glory  in  my  soul !  " 

"  So  much  even  as  the  lifting  of  a  latch  ; — 
Only  a  step  into  the  open  air 
Out  of  a  tent  already  luminous 
With  light  which  shines  through  its  transparent  walls.' 

Miss  Peters  was  sometimes  cast  down  with  fears.  I 
found  her  one  morning  in  this  melancholy  frame  of  mind  ; 
and  speaking  of  her  unworthiness  and  the  awful  jtidgment, 
she  wept.  As  an  antidote  to  her  fears,  I  held  up  to  her 
the  cross  of  Christ — told  her  to  look  at  that — to  see  her 
Saviour  agonized,  and  suffering  all  that  he  did,  and  then 
asked  if  those  sufferings  were  not  enough  to  atone  for 
her  sins ;  and  begged  her  to  forget  herself  entirely,  and 
throw  herself  on  the  mercies  of  God,  through  Jesus 
Christ.  Perceiving  the  happy  effect  of  this  language, 
I  read  to  her  the  first  eleven  verses  of  the  fifth  chapter 
of  Eomans,  dwelling  particularly  on  verses  sixth  to 
tenth,  especially  on  the  eighth  and  tenth  verses.  The 
effect  of  these  verses,  and  a  single  enforcement  of  the 
cheering  and  delightful  truths  they  teach,  was  immediate 
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and  wonderful.      Every  cloud  was  dispersed  that   had 

arisen  between  her  soul  and  God.      She  realized  that  the 

argument  of  the  apostle    reached   her   case ;   and   that 

having,  when  an  enemy,  been  reconciled  to  God  through 

the  death  of  his  Son,  she  could  certainly  be  saved  by  her 

risen  and  living  Saviour.  *  *  *  * 

A  young  cousin  came  in  to  see  her,  and  inquired  after 

her   health.     She    replied,    "  I    feel   somewhat   revived. 

Every  thing  around  me  appears  delightful  to-day.     This 

room  seems  at  times  lit  up  with  the  radiance  of  heaven. 

Though  it  is  boisterous  and  stormy  without,  all  is  serenity 

and   peace   here — for  God  is  here,  lifting  upon  me  the 

light   of  his  reconciled    countenance.     *  How  full,   how 

precious,  how  glorious  are  the  things  which  God  hath 

prepared  for  those  that  love  him  ! '     '  Eye  hath  not  seen, 

nor  ear  heard,  neither  hath  it  entered  into  the  heart  of 

man  to  conceive  the  glories  that  will  gather  around  the 

saints  in  light !     Let  me  look  at  these  things  and  forget 

my  weakness  and  my  pains.' 

•'  •  When  languor  and  disease  invade 
This  trembling  house  of  clay ; 
'T  is  sweet  to  look  beyond  my  pains, 
And  long  to  fly  away.'  " 

She  went  on  repeating  in  the  most  touching  manner, 

the  whole  hymn ;  when  she  came  to  the  words 

"  Sweet  on  His  faithfulness  to  rest, 

"Whose  love  can  never  end ; 

Sweet  on  His  covenant  of  grace. 

For  all  things  to  depend — " 
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sh^  exclaimed  witli  strong  emphasis,  "  0  that  covenant 
of  grace,  that  covenant  of  grace !  It  is  established  as 
the  heavens — firmer  than  the  foundations  of  the  earth- 
based  upon  the  truth  of  God — it  is  ordered  in  all  things 
and  sure.  He  himself  hath  said.  *  The  mountains  shall 
depart  and  the  hills  be  removed ;  but  my  kindness  shall 
not  depart  from  thee,  neither  shall  the  covenant  of  my 
peace  be  removed,  saith  the  Lord  that  hath  mercy  on 
thee.'  "  During  all  her  sickness  up  to  the  last,  her  intel- 
lect remained  clear  and  unclouded,  without  the  slightest 
wandering  of  mind.  In  her  bosom  there  w^as  almost  per- 
petually a  calm,  holy  delight,  resulting  from  the  sacred 
influences  which  the  Holy  Spirit  shed  around  her. 

*  *  She  said,  "  Do,  dear  mother,  tell  everybody  to 
read  and  study  the  promises  of  God.  Will  you  again 
read  me  something  from  the  sacred  volume  in  relation  to 
the  crucifixion  of  my  Saviour  ?  I  want  that  scene 
deeply  graven  on  my  heart."  Anzonettar's  mind,  at  this 
period,  was  in  a  posture  not  unlike  that  of  the  traveller's, 
who  is  approaching  for  the  first  time  some  ancient  land, 
or  far-famed  city,  or  magnificent  scene  of  nature.  As  he 
approximates  the  scene  of  expectation,  he  catches,  at  each 
new  point,  distant  and  transient  glimpses  that  wake  up 
within  him  mysterious  emotions  of  wonder  and  awe,  and 
deep  solemnity   and  thrilling  interest.  *  * 

*  *  "  Dear  mother,  do  not  forget  to  send  my  gold 
chain  to  the  Education  Society.      I  wish  to  help,  in  some 
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little  degree,  the  poor  whom  God  hath  called  to  preach 
his  word,  that  they  may  be  prepared  for  their  work.  I 
have  but  a  mite  to  throw  into  this  sacred  treasury,  but  I 
trust  my  Saviour  will  not  despise  it." 

October  29th. — This  morning  when  asked  how  she  was, 
she  replied,  "  In  body,  full  of  pain ;  but  in  mind,  full  of 
happiness  and  heaven.  0,  the  boundless  love  of  God! 
Volumes  could  not  express  w^hat  I  feel  of  his  love. 

*****  This  morning  I  felt  the  want  of  food,  but 
I  knew  if  I  took  the  least  particle,  it  would  produce  dis- 
tress and  exhaustion.  For  a  few  moments  I  felt  sad; 
but  then  this  passage  was  brought  powerfully  to  my 
mind — and  it  was  to  me  like  a  refreshing  draught: — ■ 
*  Whosoever  drinketh  of  this  water  shall  thirst  as^ain ; 
but  whosoever  drinketh  of  the  water  that  I  shall  give 
him,  shall  never  thirst;  but  the  water  that  I  shall  give 
him,  shall  be  in  him  a  well  of  water,  springing  up  into 
everlasting  life.'  The  nutriment  that  supports  this  body 
can  sustain  but  a  very  short  time,  but  the  waters  of 
salvation  impart  immortal  vigor — they  refresh  the  weary 
soul  and  nourish  it  unto  everlasting  life.  .  .  .  The 
grace  of  God  sustains  me.  He  has  said  —  'I  will 
strengthen ;  yea,  I  will  help  thee ;  yea,  I  will  uphold 
thee  with  the  right  hand  of  my  righteousness.'  He 
preserveth  the  way  of  his  saints." 

Upon  being  asked  if  she  suffered  any  pain,  she  said,  "  0 
yes,  constant  pain,  and  a  dreadful  sense  of  oppression. 
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Every  particle  of  food  I  take,  causes  immense  suffering." 
Correcting  herself,  she  said,  "  Not  suffering,  I  must  not 
think  I  suffer.  The  Saviour  endured  suffering,  when  he 
wrought  out  our  redemption  by  his  bitter  death.  He 
endured  suffering  when  he  poured  out  his  precious  blood, 
and  made  his  soul  an  offering  for  sin.  When  I  reflect 
on  Tiis  sufferings,  mine  appear  light.  We  must  not  think 
that  the  pains  we  endure  are  great ;  and  above  all,  that 
any  sufferings  of  ours  are  meritorious,  0  no,  the  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  alone  atones  for  sin.  0,  that  precious 
blood !     Let  no  one  slight  it." 

Then  with  an  energy  of  manner  that  appeared  abso- 
lutely astonishing  in  one  that  was  in  such  a  debilitated 
and  dying  state,  she  said — "  0  tell  everybody  to  love 
this  Saviour !  to  love  the  Bible !  Yes,  tell  them  how 
precious  its  promises  are."  After  resting  awhile,  she 
requested  her  mother  to  read  the  "  Gloria  in  Excelsis." 
Mrs.  Peters  remarks,  in  relation  to  her  appearance  at 
this  time,  "  The  radiance  of  heaven  lit  up  her  counte- 
nance, and  her  whole  soul  seemed  to  glow  with  divine 
love,  as  she  repeated  the  words  after  me,  with  a  strength 
and  power  that  I  thought  would  demolish  the  frail  house 
of  her  earthly  tabernacle.  .  .  .  Heaven  seemed  to 
be  brought  down  to  our  view,  and  its  glories  filled  us 
with  unutterable  emotions.  After  finishing  the  *  Gloria 
in  Excelsis,'  I  read  the  Prayer  of  Thanksgiving,  which, 
in  the  communion  service,  is  appointed  to  be  used  after 
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the  consecrated  elements  have  been  received — at  the  con- 
clusion of  which,  she  uttered  a  loud  *  Amen.'  " 

"  Mother,  do  not  think  I  forget  my  dear  brother. 
Tell  him  to  serve  his  Creator  in  the  days  of  his  youth. 
Tell  him  to  read  his  Bible.  Tell  him  how  precious  the 
love  of  God  is — how  sweet  the  promises  have  been  to 
me.  0,  tell  him,  mother,  all  that  God  has  done  for  my 
soul.  0,  tell  everybody  to  love  God,  and  choose  his  ser- 
vice in  health,  and  he  will  be  with  them  in  death.  Will 
you  promise  me,  mother,  to  do  this?  0,  tell  everybody 
to  love  God Mother,  read." 

This  was  her  last  request.  To  ascertain  whether  she 
was  still  capable  of  choosing  her  subject,  I  inquired 
"  What  shall  I  read,  my  child?"  ...  I  thought  it 
was  "  resurrection"  she  wished  to  say.  .  .  .  I  then 
repeated — "  Now  is  Christ  risen  from  the  dead,"  etc.  .  . 
*'  This,"  continues  Mrs.  Peters,  "  was  about  half-past 
twelve  o'clock  at  night.  Her  head  now  sunk  down  on 
the  pillow,  and  she  appeared  to  be  in  a  gentle  sleep.  She 
remained  in  this  quiet,  placid  state,  breathing  life  gently 
aw^ay,  until  a  quarter  before  six  on  Tuesday  morning, 
the  5th  of  November,  1833,  when  her  spirit  winged  its 
flight  to  the  mansions  of  eternal  day.  She  had  lain 
more  than  five  hours  without  speaking,  but  was  evidently 
conscious,  and  understood  what  was  spoken  to  her.  A 
few  minutes  before  she  breathed  her  last,  one  of  her 
aunts,  who  leaned  over  her,     .     .     .     remarked  to  us, 
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"  She  is  trying  to  speak."  She  then  put  her  ear  down 
close  to  her  lips,  and  heard  her  distinctly  utter  the 
words — ' 

*'  Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 
And " 

The  words  died  away.  Her  spirit  had  joined  the 
throng  of  the  redeemed !  She  had  languished  into  life. 
Her  suffering  was  ended,  her  warfare  was  accomplished, 
and  the  glorious  prize  attained. — Dr.  John  Clarke. 
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"  I  TOO,  with  Thee,  shall  walk  in  white, 
With  all  thy  saints  shall  prove, 
What  is  the  length,  and  breadth,  and  height 
And  depth  of  perfect  love." 

•"Tis  life,  eternal  life,  to  know 

The  heavenly  Person's  mine; 
Father,  and  Son,  and  Spirit  bestow 

That  precious  faith  divine! 
A  Trinity  in  Unity 

My  soul  shall  then  adore ; 
And  love  and  praise  and  worship  thee, 

Jehovah,  evermore." 

"  Having  read,  with  mucli  admiration,  the  writings  of 
the  Rev.  Henry  Blunt,  Lord  Teignmouth  expressed  a 
wish  to  become  acquainted  with  him.  That  devoted  ser- 
vant of  Christ  supplied  the  following  account  of  his  inter- 
views with  his  Lordship. 

"  *  Some  of  the  first  things  that  Lord  Teignmouth  said 
to  me  were,  as  near  as  I  can  recollect,  of  this  nature  :  "  I 
am  anxious  to  know  whether  you  think  I  am  right.  I 
depend  upon  nothing  in  myself.  I  know  I  am  a  poor, 
helpless  sinner;  and  I  trust  entirely  to  my  gracious 
Saviour.  I  depend  only  on  what  he  has  done  for  me. 
My  whole  life  has  been  a  life  of  mercies.     I  am  sur- 
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rounded  by  mercies.  Few  liave  spent  so  liappy  a  life  as 
mine  has  been  ;  but  I  am  not  half  grateful  enough  for  it." 
"  '  The  last  time  I  saw  Lord  Teignmouth,  almost  as 
soon  as  I  had  sat  down,  he  said:  "Mr.  Blunt,  I  will  tell 
you  what  I  was  just  thinking  of.  It  describes  my  state 
at  present,  for  I  do  not  think  I  have  much  longer  to 
remain  here.  But  this  is  what  I  am  doing :  *  I  am  looking 
for  that  blessed  hope,  and  the  glorious  appearing  of  the 
Great  God  and  our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ ;  who  gave  him- 
self for  us,  that  he  might  redeem  us  from  all  iniquity,  and 
purify  unto  himself  a  peculiar  people,  zealous  of  good 
works.'"  He  quoted  these  verses  with  remarkable  accu- 
racy and  feeling,  as  if  they  had  long  been  written  upon 
his  heart ;  and  then  added  something  to  this  effect :  "  I 
have  no  hope  but  in  Christ  Jesus,  in  his  sacrifice,  in  his 
blood,  in  his  righteousness.  What  could  all  the  world  do 
for  me  now,  so  great  a  sinner  as  I  am,  and  so  helpless? 
What  could  save  me  but  my  gracious  Redeemer?"  .  .  . 
He  said  to  me,  with  solemn  emphasis,  "  It  is  my  continual 
prayer  that  I  may  be  always  looking  to  him,  who  of  God, 
is  made  unto  me  wisdom  and  righteousness,  and  sanctifi- 
cation,  and  redemption;  and  that,  delivered  from  the 
guilt  of  sin  by  his  atoning  blood,  clothed  with  the  robe 
of  his  righteousness,  and  partaking  of  the  blessed  and 
sanctifying  influences  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  I  may  be  per- 
mitted to  join  hereafter  'with  angels,  and  archangels, 
and  all  the  company  of  heaven,  in  lauding  and  magni- 
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fying  God's  lioly  name,  evermore  praising  him,  and  say- 
ing, Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  God  of  Hosts,  heaven  and 
earth  are  full  of  thy  glory :  glory  he  to  thee,  0  Lord 
most  High.'  " 

"  '  He  said  to  me  a  few  days  afterwards  :  "  I  loathe  and 
detest  every  species  and  every  degree  of  sin,  as  the  trans- 
gression of  the  divine  law,  and  as  an  offence  committed 
against  the  majesty  and  holiness  of  God.  I  trust  that  I 
do  indeed  repent  of  all  my  transgressions.  But  I  do 
not  trust  in  my  repentance.  No!  I  look  only  to  the 
blood  of  Jesus  for  pardon  and  for  peace." 

"  'And  on  the  Sunday  before  his  death,  he  said  to  his 
beloved  partner  and  his  children  :  "  I  feel  that  I  am  rest- 
ing upon  the  Eight  Foundation ;  and  I  can  now  leave 
you  all  rejoicing." 

"  '  Upon  reviewing  his  past  life,  he  invariably  ascribed 
it  to  the  Lord's  mercies  that  he  had  been  graciously  spared 
to  such  an  advanced  age  to  declare  his  faithfulness  and 
his  salvation.  And  it  may  be  said,  without  any  exagge- 
ration, that  for  many  years  a  sense  of  the  divine  goodness 
was  never  for  a  moment  absent  from  his  thoughts.  He 
knew  also  from  his  own  joyful  experience,  that  all  things 
do  indeed  work  together  for  good  to  them,  that  love  God; 
and  it  was  under  the  sweet  persuasion  of  this  blessed  and 
consolatory  truth,  that  he  repeatedly  said  to  his  old  and 
faithful  servants,  as  they  were  rendering  him  any  little 
offices  for  his  comfort  and  refreshment:  "  It  is  my  duty 
6 


62  REFLECTED  LIGHT. 

to  be  as  tiiankful  for  my  sufferings,  as  for  all  my  other 
mercies  y ' 

"  His  end,  in  the  language  of  his  spiritual  advisers, 
Feb.  14, 1834,  was  evidently  approaching  this  night.  He 
was  full  of  sweetness  and  full  of  thankfulness  to  God  and 
to  all  around  him.      *         *         *         *         *         * 

"  '  Charles  placed  him  comfortably  in  bed,  and  in  that 
very  position  he  fell  asleep  in  Jesus  at  half  past  nine. 
We  commended  his  soul  to  his  Redeemer,  with  some  of 
the  family,  at  nine ;  and  I  repeated  the  Commendatory 
Prayer  immediately  afterwards,  by  his  bed-side.  In 
twenty  minutes  afterwards  he  ceased  to  breathe,  and  his 
soul  entered  into  its  rest.'  " 
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Haste,  my  dull  soul,  arise, 

Cast  off  thy  care, 
Press  to  thy  native  skies, 

Mighty  in  prayer. 
Jesus  has  gone  before, 
Count  all  thy  troubles  o'er. 
He  who  thy  burden  bore, 

Jesus  is  there. 

Soul,  for  the  marriage  feast 

Kobe  and  prepare, 
Pureness  becomes  each  guest, 

Jesus  is  there. 
Saints  wave  your  victory  palms, 
Chant  your  celestial  psalms  ; 
Bride  of  the  Lamb,  thy  charms 

Oh  !  let  us  wear. 

Heaven's  bliss  is  perfect,  pure, 

Glory  is  there ; 
Heaven's  bliss  is  ever  sure, 

Thou  art  its  heir. 
"What  makes  its  joys  complete? 
What  makes  its  hymns  so  sweet? 
There  our  best  Friend  we'll  meet, 

Jesus  is  there. — Dr.  Bedell. 

"Of  the  lamented  Dr.  Bedell,  Dr.  Stevens  remarks: 
'Walking  solemnly  and  thoughtfully  along  the  verge  of 
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the  grave,  lie  felt  that  it  became  him  ever  to  preach  with 
his  own  nearness  to  eternity  in  view.  The  sermon  which 
proved  his  last,  however,  is  said  to  have  been  heard,  as 
well  as  given,  with  the  conviction  that  it  was  a  dying 
testimony.  During  the  progress  of  the  services  he  lay 
on  a  sofa  in  the  vestry-room,  fanned  by  a  friend,  and 
panting  for  breath.  He  did  not  rise  till  the  moment 
arrived  for  him  to  ascend  the  pulpit,  and  when  he  began, 
his  utterance  was  so  faint  that  it  was  difficult  even  for 
those  who  were  near  to  hear  him.  His  text  was  Pro- 
verbs ix.  12 — "  If  thou  be  wise,  thou  shalt  be  wise  for 
thyself;  but  if  thou  scornest,  thou  alone  shalt  bear  it." 
Gathering  strength  from  his  subject,  he  rose  and  rose,  till 
his  weakness  was  forgotten,  and  he  seemed  to  stand  tri- 
umphant over  the  reach  of  death,  and  speak  out  from  the 
threshold  of  heaven,  a  last  warning  to  those  who  had 
declined  the  calls  of  mercy,  and  turned  away  from  Him 
that  speaketh  from  heaven,  "  If  thou  be  wise,  thou  shalt 
be  wise  for  thyself;  but  if  thou  scornest,  thou  alone  shalt 
bear  it." 

"  '  But  he  had  passed  the  gates  of  death.  He  sank 
down  from  his  unearthly  height,  and  unable  to  stand 
during  the  doxology,  he  retired  from  this  pulpit  and  from 
hig  people,  to  be  there  seen  as  an  ambassador  of  the 
Saviour  to  sinners  no  more.  He  left  Philadelphia  the 
next  day,  to  make  one  more  effort  to  strengthen  his  shat- 
tered frame.     It  was  too  late !     Sinking  slowly,  but  ma- 


DR.  BEDELL.  C>o 

jestically,  lustrous  with  faith  and  hope  even  to  tLe 
horizon,  the  sun  of  his  life  went  down  without  a  cloud, 
on  the  30th  of  August,  1834.'" 

"After  his  arrival  in  Baltimore,"  writes  one  of  his 
bereaved  parishioners,  "Dr.  Henshaw  called  on  him,  and 
on  asking  him  if  he  enjoyed  peace  of  mind,  he  replied : 
'  Yes,  my  only  hope  is  in  Jesus,  the  Saviour  of  sinners. 
I  am  very  comfortable:  all  is  peace.*  At  another  time. 
Dr.  Henshaw  repeated  the  first  lines  of 

"•Jesus,  saviour  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly.' 

And  he  immediately  said  with  much  feeling,  '  I  will,  I  do.' 
"  A  short  time  before  his  death,  lifting  his  finger  with 
gi-eat  solemnity,  as  he  often  did  in  the  pulpit,  when  about 
to  utter  anything  emphatically  important,  he  said  with  a 
feeble  and  quivering,  but  yet  distinct  and  articulate  enun- 
ciation— '  Hear  me !  I  acknowledge  myself  to  have  been 
a  most  unprofitable  servant ;  unprofitable  but  not  hypo- 
critical. I  find  myself  to  have  been  full  of  sin,  ignorance, 
weakness,  unfaithfulness  and  guilt,  but  Jesus  is  my  hope; 
washed  in  his  blood,  justified  by  his  righteousness,  sanc- 
tified by  his  grace,  I  have  peace  with  God.  Jesus  is  very 
precious  to  my  soul ;  my  all  in  all ;  and  I  expect  to  be 
saved  by  free  grace  through  his  atoning  blood.  This  is 
my  testimony,'  with  emphasis,  Hhis  is  my  testimony.' " 

6* 
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"  And  we  shall  be  clianged  in  a  moment ;  for  this  mortal  must 
put  on  immortality.  And  when  this  mortal  shall  have  put  on 
immortality,  then  shall  death  be  swallowed  up  in  victory." 

"  She  slept  but  not  kind  nature's  sleep  ; 
Friendship  could  only  hope  and  weep, 
That  hope  was  vain ;  the  vital  spark 
"Was  wasting,  with  the  wasting  hour. 

"  Her  lids  unclosed.     She  breathed  no  sound, 
But  calmly  looked  on  all  around. 
And  each  in  silence  sweetly  blest — 
Then  closed  her  eyes  and  sank  to  rest. 

"  Gone  was  the  life  sustaining  breath ; 
But  oh,  how  beautiful  was  death ! 
Mortality  had  passed  away. 
And  there  a  sleeping  angel  lay. 

"  No  voice  the  slumbering  silence  broke, 
But  life  in  every  feature  spoke ; 
For  death  itself  appeared  to  be 
Radiant  with  immortality." 

"  September  25,  Sabbath. — She  said  to  me,  '  This  is  the 
precious  Sabbath.'  '  Yes,'  said  I,  '  I  was  going  to  remind 
you  of  it.'  'Oh,'  she  replied,  '  I  have  been  thinking  of 
it  all  night.'     After  a  while  she  added,  'This  is  a  desira- 
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ble  day  in  which  to  die.  How  should  I  be  disappointed 
not  to  be  called  away  to-day  !' 

"She  sent  her  love  to  her  missionary  friends  in 
Smyrna,  Cyrus,  and  Syria.  Then  turning  to  me  said, 
'  Tell  my  friends  I  would  not  for  all  the  world  lay  my 
remains  any  where  but  on  missionary  ground  !'*  After 
a  good  many  remarks,  showing  the  brightness  of  her 
views  of  spiritual  things,  some  of  which  could  not  be  dis- 
tinctly heard,  she  exclaimed,  'What  a  goodly  company 
of  ancestors  shall  I  meet  there  !  Yes,  and  the  holy 
angels,  and  the  Son  of  God !  Oh,  the  Almighty  God ! 
You  know  nothing  of  his  glorious  majesty.  I  cannot  ex- 
press it,  but  I  wanted  to  speak  of  it,  that  you  may  think 
that  yourselves  are  nothing.  I  have  thought  too  much 
of  myself.  In  this  sickness  I  have  thought  it  too  impor- 
tant that  my  case  and  wants  should  be  consulted.  We 
all  think  that  we  are  of  more  importance  than  we  are. 
Beware  of  pride.'  Her  mind  seemed  now,  and  at  times 
subsequently,  to  be  burdened  with  presentiments  of  inex- 
pressible grandeur,  in  anticipation  of  being  ushered  into 
the  immediate  presence  of  God.  *  *  *  * 

"We  sung  that  beautiful  hymn  of  Doddridge  on  the 
eternal  Sabbath,  commencing, 

"  '  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love.' 

*  The  remark  had  previously  been  made  to  her,  "  That  her 
remains  would  probably  lie  not  far  from  the  ashes  of  Polycarp, 
and  other  sainted  members  of  that  ancient  apocalyptic  church." 
She  only  replied,  "  All  sinners  saved  by  grace." 
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"  To  my  surprise  her  voice,  which  she  had  so  long  been 
unable  to  use  in  singing,  was  occasionally  heard  ming- 
ling with  ours.  Her  face  beamed  with  a  smile  of  ecstasy  ; 
and  so  intense  was  the  feeling  expressed  in  her  whole 
aspect,  that  we  stopped  after  the  first  verse,  lest  she 
should  even  expire  while  drinking  the  cup  of  joy  we  had 
presented  to  her.  But  she  said  to  us  'Go  on;'  and 
though  all  were  bathed  in  tears,  and  hardly  able  to  *■ 
articulate,  we  proceeded.  I  was  sitting  with  her  hand  in 
mine.  While  singing  the  second  verse  she  pressed  it,  and 
turned  to  me  at  the  same  time  such  a  heavenly  smile  as 
stopped  my  utterance.  Before  we  reached  the  end,  she 
raised  both  her  hands  above  her  head  and  gave  vent  to 
her  feelings  in  tears  of  pleasure,  and  almost  in  shouting. 
After  prayer  she  said,  '  I  have  had  a  little  glimpse  of 
what  I  am  going  to  see.  .  .  .  Tell  Mr.  Sarkis,  (an 
Armenian  present,  who  she  knew,  had  read  Pilgrim's 
Progress  with  particular  interest,)  I  have  had  a  slight 
view  of  something  like  what  befell  Christian  after  he  had 
crossed  the  river  of  death.'  During  this  deeply  affecting 
scene,  there  were  standing  by,  besides  ourselves,  three 
Greeks,  an  Arab,  an  Armenian,  and  a  part  of  the  time  a 
Persian,  while  tears  flowed  freely  from  almost  every  eye. 
.  .  .  She  said,  '  I  have  had  some  sublime  conceptions 
to-day  of  what  I  shall  see  when  I  entor  the  world  of 
spirits.' 

"September   26. — Early  in  the  morning   she   seemed 
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miicli  revived.  .  .  .  A  sweet  expression  of  pleasure  was  on 
her  face  the  whole  day,  and  she  often  smiled  so  cheer- 
fully as  to  make  us  all  happy.  It  was  religious  joy  that 
cheered  her.  She  said  to  me  early  in  the  day,  '  Perfect 
happiness,  what  an  idea !  The  perfection  of  bliss !  It  is 
worth  waiting  a  day  or  two  for.'  And  again  'I  thought 
a  little  while  ago,  that  I  was  ushered  into  the  presence 
of  Almighty  God,  and  saw  the  all-seeing  eye!'  But 
there  was  none  of  the  excitement  of  yesterday.  She  even 
had  a  more  than  natural,  I  may  say  heavenly,  calmness. 
She  proposed  uniting  with  us  in  the  holy  communion, 
which  she  thought  herself  unable  to  bear  before  ;  saying, 
she  thought  she  should  enjoy  it,  seeing  that  our  Saviour 
had  said,  *Do  this  in  remembrance  of  me.'  Accordingly, 
at  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  we  celebrated  that 
solemn  ordinance  in  her  room.  Mr.  Temple  officiated 
with  great  solemnity  and  appropriateness  of  remarks. 
Hers  were  almost  the  only  dry  eyes  in  the  room ;  not 
from  any  want  of  enjoyment,  for  a  heavenly  expression 
of  countenance  showed  what  she  afterwards  said — that 
she  enjoyed  it  highly.  But  it  appeared  rather  that  her 
nature  had,  since  yesterday,  undergone  a  change,  and 
received  some  of  the  peace  and  calmness  of  the  glorified 
state. 

"Septembers?. — She  said  to  me,  '  I  have  been  thinking 
to-night,  that  there  is  nothing  at  all  gloomy  in  the  death 
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of  a  Christian,  either  to  himself  or  to  others,  I  feel  very 
happy  in  the  prospect  of  death.' 

"  Sept.  28. — She  requested  me  to  pray  that  if  God  had 
anything  more  for  her  to  do,  for  which  he  was  thus  keep- 
ing her  here,  Le  would  lead  her  to  do  it;  and  this  she 
again  asked  me  to  petition  for,  when  I  prayed  with  her 
at  the  close  of  day. 

*  *  *  "  The  family  soon  assembled,  including  the 
servants  and  our  Armenian  friend  already  mentioned. 
It  would  have  been  a  gratifying  circumstance  had  her 
last  hours  been  passed  in  the  midst  of  the  nation  to 
whose  spiritual  good  she  had  devoted  her  life.  As  it 
was,  her  own  faithful  and  kind-hearted  servant  was  the 
only  Arab  that  witnessed  her  dying  scene.  He  took  his 
position  by  the  side  of  her  bed,  and  there  stood  until  the 
last;  showing,  by  uninterrupted  tears  and  suppressed 
sighing,  how  thoroughly  she  had  won  his  attachment.  *  * 

"  Involuntary  groans  were  occasionally  uttered  in  her 
convulsions.  These,  as  we  were  listening  to  them  with 
painful  sympathy,  once,  to  our  surprise,  melted  away 
into  musical  notes ;  and  for  a  moment  our  ears  were 
charmed  with  the  full,  clear  tones  of  the  sweetest  melody. 
No  words  were  articulated,  and  she  was  evidently  un- 
conscious of  every  thing  about  her.  It  seemed  as  if  her 
soul  was  already  joining  in  the  songs  of  heaven,  while  it 
was  yet  so  connected  with  the  body  as  to  command  its 
unconscious  sympathy.      A  smile  of  perfect  happiness 
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lighted  up  her  features.  She  looked  deliberately  round 
upon  different  objects  in  the  room,  and  then  fixed  upon 
me  a  look  of  the  tenderest  affection.  Bending  over  her, 
I  touched  her  lips  with  mine,  and  she  returned  my  token 
of  love.  It  was  her  farewell.  Her  frequent  prayers 
that  the  Saviour  would  meet  her  in  the  dark  valley,  have 
already  been  mentioned.  By  her  smile,  she  undoubtedly 
intended  to  assure  us  that  she  had  found  him.  *  *  * 
*'  Twenty  minutes  before  eight  o'clock,  her  affectionate 
heart  gradually  ceased  to  beat,  and  her  soul  took  its 
final  departure  to  be  forever  with  the  Lord," 
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"  So  fades  the  summer  cloud  away, 
So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day, 
So  dies  the  wave  along  the  shore. 
A  holy  quiet  reigns  around — 
A  calm  which  life  nor  death  destroys ; 
Nothing  disturbs  that  peace  profound, 
Which  his  unfettered  soul  enjoys." 

Oh,  deep,  enchanting  prelude  to  repose ! 

The  dawn  of  bliss,  the  twilight  of  our  woes. 

Campbell. 

*'  Saturday,  about  noon,  lie  appeared,  if  anything,  to 
rally  a  little ;  and  when  he  opened  his  eyes  upon  us  and 
saw  us  standing  near  him,  he  began  to  address  us  again 
in  the  same  calm  and  deliberate  manner  as  before.  *  Infi- 
nite wisdom  has  devised  the  whole  with  infinite  love ;  and 
infinite  poiocr  enables  me  to  rest  upon  that  power ;  and 
all  is  infinitely  good  and  glorious!'  I  observed,  'How 
gracious  it  is  that  you  should  have  so  little  sufi'ering.' 
*  Whether  I  have  a  little  more  or  a  little  less,  it  matters 
not  one  farthing.  All  is  right  and  well,  and  just  as  it 
should  be.  I  am  in  a  dear  Father's  hands — all  is  serene. 
When  I  look  at  Him  (here  he  spoke  with  peculiar  solem- 
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nity)  I  see  notliing  hut  faithfulness,  and  immortaliff/,  an-l 
truth;  and  I  have  not  a  doubt  or  a  fear,  but  the  sweetest 
peace.  But  if  I  look  another  way  to  the  poor  creature, 
oh,  there  is  nothing — nothing — nothing  —  (pausing)  but 
what  is  abhorred  and  mourned  over.  Yes;  I  say  that — 
and  it  is  true.*  " 
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KEY.  EOBEET  HALDANE. 

FoEEVEE  with  the  Lord ! 

Amen  !  so  let  it  be ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word — 

'Tis  immortality. 

"  Here  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

"  My  Father's  house  on  high — 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 
At  times,  to  faith's  illumined  eye 
Thy  golden  gates  appear. 

"  My  thirsty  spirit  pants 
To  reach  the  land  I  love ; 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints — 
Jerusalem  above." 

"  I  had  often  read  of  the  bright  views  of  Christians  when 
on  the  eve  of  their  departure,  but  never  before  had  seen 
an  instance  such  as  was  the  case  with  him.  I  shall  never, 
so  long  as  I  live,  forget  his  conversation,  which  lasted  for 
above  an  hour.  Although  I  had  known  him  intimately 
from  my  infancy,  I  was  never  so  much  struck  as  on  this 
occasion  with  the  masculine  vigor  and  indomitable  firm- 
ness of  his  character.     He  told  me  that  the  event  which 
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he  had  long  expected  was  now  at  hand,  and  that  in  a  few 
hours  he  would  probably  be  summoned  before  the  tribu- 
nal of  God,  the  Judge  of  all.  He  was  as  composed  as  I 
ever  recollect  him,  and  did  not  display  the  slightest  emo- 
tion. He  told  me  that  he  viewed  the  approach  of  the 
last  enemy  without  dismay — that  he  died  in  the  faith, 
possessing  the  peace  of  God  and  the  full  assurance  of 
understanding.  He  added,  '  You  cannot  conceive  the 
comfort  I  possess,  and  I  trust  that,  when  placed  in  the 
same  situation,  you  will  enjoy  the  same  blessed  hope.' 
He  exclaimed,  *I  have  fought  a  good  fight,'  etc. ;  and  in 
the  most  delicate  manner  repeated  the  whole  passage, 
laying  particular  emphasis  on  the  words,  'Not  for  vie 
only,  but  for  all  who  love  His  appearing.'  He  remem- 
bered that,  however  praiseworthy  in  the  eyes  of  the  world 
anything  he  had  done  might  appear,  he  in  no  way  rested 
on  it  as  a  ground  of  acceptance  in  the  sight  of  God ;  that, 
on  the  contrary,  he  renounced  his  good  works  as  much  as 
his  bad  ones,  and  desired  only  to  be  wrapped  in  the  robe 
of  his  Redeemer's  righteousness.  He  added,  that  he  re- 
posed securely  on  the  atonement  of  his  Saviour,  and  that 
the  words  he  uttered  on  the  cross,  'It  is  finished,'  gave 
him  solid  peace  and  comfort.  He  told  me  that  he  died 
in  peace  with  all  mankind,  and  he  sent  affectionate  mes- 
sages to  those  connected  with  him. 

"  He  survived  sixteen  days  longer,  during  which  time 
I  saw  him  frequently;   and  as  long  as  he  was  able  to  ar- 
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ticnlate,  he  expressed  the  same  firm  confidence  in  the 
finished  work  of  his  Redeemer. 

"  The  last  words  he  was  heard  to  utter  were  several 
times  repeated,  'Forever  with  the  Lord — forever — for- 
ever.' " 
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MR.  MINER. 

*•  I  THOUGHT  to  see  him  shudder, 

As  the  cold  waters  rose, 
And  feared  lest  o'er  him  surging, 

The  murky  stream  should  close ; 
But  calmly  and  unshrinking. 

The  billowy  path  he  trod. 
And  cheer'd  by  Jesus'  presence, 

Pass'd  o'er  the  raging  flood. 

"  On  yonder  shore  to  greet  him, 

I  saw  a  shining  throng ; 
Some  just  begun  their  praising, 

Some  had  been  praising  long; 
With  joy  they  bade  him  welcome. 

And  struck  their  harps  again, 
While  through  the  heavenly  arches 

Peal'd  the  triumphal  strain. 

•'  Now  in  a  robe  of  glory. 

And  with  a  starry  crown, 
I  see  the  weary  pilgrim 

With  kings  and  priests  sit  down ; 
With  prophets,  patriarchs,  martyrs, 

And  saints  a  countless  throng, 
He  chants  his  great  deliverance 

In  never-ceasing  song." 

"Of  Mr.  Miner,  missionary  to  Africa,  who  died  at 
Cavalla  the  29th  of  May,  1843,  aged  29  years,  we  have 
the  following  interesting  account :  '  On  one  occasion  he 

7* 
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remarked,  "  Prayer  is  sweet — we  ouglit  to  pray  more. 
Were  we  more  earnest  for  ourselves,  our  interpreters,  and 
our  people,  we  should  be  more  successful." 

"  '  He  frequently  expressed  a  sense  of  his  unworthiness 
and  unprofitableness,  declaring  the  atonement  of  Christ 
to  be  the  only  ground  of  his  acceptance  before  God.  In 
the  course  of  conversation  on  this  point  he  said,  "  Oh, 
Doctor,  I  am  a  sinner,  a  sinner  saved  by  grace."  Soon 
after  this,  waking  from  sleep,  he  said,  "  I  had  sweet 
thoughts  of  Christ — Oh  !  he  is  my  Saviour."  Usually  he 
left  it  with  me  to  suggest  the  points  of  request  in  prayer, 
but  on  one  occasion  he  said,  "  Pray  that  I  may  have 
patience." 

"  'At  one  time  he  seemed  to  have  considerable  anxiety 
about  the  continuance  and  prosperity  of  his  station  in 
case  of  his  immediate  death,  and  affectingly  asked,  "Who 
will  take  my  place?"  I  could  only  say,  "God  will  pro- 
vide— can  you  not  leave  it  to  him?"  He  did  not  refer 
to  the  subject  again. 

*  *  *  "  *  His  disease  was  peculiarly  obstinate,  and 
on  one  occasion  I  informed  him  if  it  did  not  soon  yield 
he  must  die.  He  replied,  "Let  it  be  as  God  directs.  I 
have  no  desire  to  live,  but  to  benefit  others."  .... 
The  calmness  and  peace  of  mind  before  apparent  were 
still  undisturbed.  I  asked  him  again  respecting  his  hopes 
of  salvation,  in  view  of  his  present  nearness  to  eternity. 
His  reply  was  of  the  same  tenor.     Faith  in  the  atone- 
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ment  of  Christ  was  the  doctrine  he  had  preached — that 
by  which  he  had  lived,  and  that  upon  which  his  soul 
rested,  now  that  he  was  about  to  die.  Previously,  he 
had  requested  the  frequent  prayers  of  his  brethren ;  but 
from  this  time  he  became  absorbed  in  the  exercise  himself. 
I  asked  him  to  remember  in  his  supplications  the  mis- 
sion and  his  associates,  and  myself  in  particular.  He 
replied  in  an  emphatic  manner,  "  I  have — I  do."  I  called 
his  attention  to  the  propriety  of  now  making  any  addi- 
tional requests  that  he  might  desire  to  leave.  He  re- 
peated those  he  had  made  before,  and  added,  "I  have 
put  my  house  in  order — I  am  ready  to  die" — and  after  a 
pause — "  Where  I  die,  there  let  me  be  buried."  Desiring 
to  know  what  his  views  were,  at  this  solemn  moment,  of 
our  operations,  I  said,  "What  do  you  now  say  of  the 
work?  Shall  it  go  forward ?"  He  immediately  replied, 
"What!  the  mission?  Yes,"  with  strong  emphasis; 
"Let  it  go  forward  more  than  it  has  ever  done." 

"  'His  voice,  naturally  strong,  had  retained  its  force  in 
a  remarkable  degree ;  but  getting  perceptibly  weaker,  he 
became  disinclined  to  more  effort  in  speaking  or  moving 
than  was  necessary.  He  was  evidently  in  close  commu- 
nion with  God  on  eternal  things.  On  one  occasion  he 
was  heard  to  say  within  himself,  "  Away  now  all  worldly 
thoughts,  all  vain  words;"  and  audibly  prayed  for  his 
mother,  brothers  and  sister,  and  her  children,  that  they 
might  be  given  to  God  and  his  church.      *        *        *     ■ 
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"  '  Deatli  was  upon  liim.  I  now  asked  if  Christ  was 
still  as  near  and  as  precious  as  he  had  so  often  proved 
him  to  be.  "  Oh,  yes,  if  I  know  my  own  heart,"  was  his 
answer.  Then,  after  a  pause,  he  said,  with  fervor,  "  Je- 
sus, my  master,  is  near — he  is  very  near — now  he  is  espe- 
cially gracious/'  A  few  moments  of  silence  ensued,  he 
then  added,  "Oh!  I  am  dying,"  trying,  as  it  seemed,  to 
realize  the  awful  fact  in  all  its  momentousness.  "  Tell 
mother  that  my  Saviour  is  now  very  near." 

"  'He  continued  two  or  three  hours  after  this,  and  in 
prayer  as  much  as  his  symptoms  would  permit,  calmly 
awaiting  his  summons  into  the  presence  of  his  God.  .  .  . 
He  turned  over  on  his  left  side  unassisted,  and  said 
audibly,  distinctly,  and  with  increasing  energy  as  he 
spoke,  "  I  am  dying — farewell,  mother — farewell,  sister — 
farewell,  brethren,  of  the  ministry."  He  then  bade  fare- 
well to  his  wife,  and  added,  "  Farewell,  brethren,  I  have 
never  regretted  coming  to  Africa,  farewell."  .  .  .  He 
then  ceased  to  sioeak,  and  in  a  few  moments  more  breathed 
forth  his  spirit  into  the  hands  of  Him  who  gave  it.  So 
calmly  and  silently  did  he  expire,  and  so  little  changed 
in  death,  that  I  was  at  a  loss  for  a  time  to  know  whether 
he  had  indeed  departed. 

"'Thus  died  our  first  fellow-missionary.  He  had 
"fought  a  good  fight,"  and  had  finished  his  course  with 
joy.  "Tell  my  mother,"  he  said,  "that  I  die  not  only 
willingly,  but  joyfully." 
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"  'On  Thursday,  Warra  Hobah,  alias  Alexander  Gris- 
wold,  an  African  convert,  thus  evidenced  the  blessed 
result  of  the  work  of  the  servants  of  Christ,  on  whom 
he  had  bestowed  the  gracious  assistance  of  the  Holy 
Spirit.  On  Thursday  he  appeared  near  his  end,  and 
often  prayed  aloud  in  a  firm  and  clear  voice.    "Oh,  Lord, 

^  forgive  me  all  my  sins,  for  Jesus'  sake."  I  again  asked 
if  he  was  willing  to  die.  He  said,  "  I  ask  not  to  die  ;  if 
it  please  God  to  take  me,  I  am  ready  to  go ;  I  am  not 
afraid  to  die."  I  said,  "Is  God  with  you  now?"  "Yes, 
he  is  always  with  me.  Tell  the  school-boys  that  I  am  an 
example  to  them ;  that  they,  too,  must  die,  and  stand 
before  God  in  judgment. "  "  What  shall  I  tell  your  father?" 
"Tell  him  praise  the  Lord,  Oh,  my  father;  honor  him 
and  worship  him  always ;  cast  away  all  your  gree-grees, 
and  worship  him  alone."  About  two  hours  before  he 
breathed  his  last,  he  made  a  great  effort  to  collect  his 
thoughts,  and  prayed  in  such  a  tone,  and  with  such  ear- 
nestness as  I  never  heard  before.  The  burden  of  his 
prayer  was  "  his  poor  country-people  and  himself,  and  the 
love  of  Christ  in  saving  us  from  the  fire  that  never  can 

,  be  quenched."  When  just  ready  to  depart,  he  was  asked, 
"What  would  you  do  without  Jesus?"  He  said,  "I 
should  be  a  miserable  creature — I  should  be  lost."  These 
were  his  last  words.'  " 
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MISS  LUCIE  VIKGINIA  BYRD. 

"In  her 
All  loveliness  and  all  propriety, 
All  beauty  and  all  excellence  seemed  joined." 


Dear  as  thou  wast,  and  justly  dear, 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee  : 
One  thought  shall  check  the  starting  tear, 

It  is — that  thou  art  free. 
And  thus  shall  faith's  consoling  power 

The  tears  of  love  restrain  ; 
Oh !  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour, 

Could  wish  thee  here  again  ? 

Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone ; 
Joy  breathed  in  thy  expiring  sigh, 

To  think  the  fight  was  won. 
Gently  the  passing  spirit  fled, 

Sustained  by  grace  divine  ; 
Oh !  may  such  grace  on  me  he  shed, 

And  make  my  end  like  thine. — Rev.  T.  Dale, 


'  Enthroned  upon  a  hill  of  light, 

A  heavenly  minstrel  sings  ; 
And  sounds  unutterably  bright 

Spring  from  the  golden  strings. 
Who  would  have  thought  so  fair  a  form 
Once  bent  beneath  an  earthly  storm  ?'* 
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"During  the    summer   of   her   residence   in    G ," 


writes   her  friend,  Miss  Susan  A ,    in    an    obituary 

sketch  which  was  published  in  tlie  Episcoj^al  Recorder, 
"  an  attack  of  hemorrhage  greatly  alarmed  her  friends, 

but  Lucie  was  perfectly  composed,  and  when  Dr.  M 

informed  her  that  he  entertained  no  hope  of  her  recovery, 
her  countenance  w^as  so  undisturbed,  that  he  at  first  sup- 
posed that  she  could  not  have  heard  his  remark.  She 
told  her  anxious  relatives  that  she  was  happy,  and  they 
must  not  weep. 

"  We  would  remind  our  youthful  readers,  who  are 
deterred  from  the  service  of  their  Maker  by  the  opinion 
that  it  involves  too  great  a  sacrifice,  that  they  cannot 
have  more  to  relinquish  than  the  subject  of  these  re- 
marks. Her  beauty,  gracefulness  and  winning  manners, 
attracted  the  homage  of  many  hearts ;  but  she  turned 
from  the  incense  of  adulation  to  the  Cross  of  Jesus,  and 
loved  better  to  worship  there,  than  be  herself  the  centre 
of  the  admiring  throng. 

"  Oh  that  all  who  have  said  of  *  the  vain  pomp  and 
glory  of  the  .world,  with  all  covetous  desires  of  the  same,' 
*  I  renounce  them  all' — would  bear  her  faithful  testimony 
against  worldly  conformity,  not  at  the  altar  of  God  only, 
but  when  temptation  is  presented  in  its  most  alluring 
form.  She  always  realized,  that  the  affections  of  a 
disciple  of  Jesus  should  never  be  given  to  one,  w^ho  has 
never  entered  into  covenant  with  him;  and  indulged  in 
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no  reading  upon  wHch  slie  could  not  ask  her  heavenly 
Father's  blessing.  When  she  was  once  present  upon  an 
occasion,  when  dancing  was  unexpectedly  introduced,  she 
requested  permission  to  withdraw,  and  retreated  to  the 
chamber  of  a  little  daughter  of  her  friend,  where  she 
occupied  herself,  with  the  more  congenial  employment  of 
reading  the  Scriptures  aloud. 

"  The  greater  part  of  last  summer  was  passed  at  the 
Sulphur  Springs  of  Virginia,  where  her  unvarying  con- 
sistency conveyed  a  profitable  lesson  to  those  professors 
of  religion,  who  forget,  when  surrounded  by  the  tempta- 
tions of  travelling  that  '  the  vows  of  God'  are  always 
upon  them.  She  was  plentifully  supplied  with  books 
and  tracts,  and  ceased  not  to  make  unwearied  effort  for 
the  eternal  welfare  of  the  immortal  kings,  by  whom  she 
was  surrounded. 

"  She  returned  to  Philadelphia,  delighted  with  the 
anticipation  of  the  uninterrupted  enjoyment  of  sanctuary 
privileges  and  Christian  intercourse ;  but  her  physician 
feared  the  influence  of  a  Northern  climate,  and  in  com- 
pliance with  his  wish,  she  passed  the  winter  in  Savannah, 
where  she  elicited  and  returned  the  affection  of  many  a 
warm  Southern  heart.         ***** 

"  During  her  visit  to  Savannah,  a  return  of  hemor- 
rhage confirmed  the  apprehensions  of  her  mother,  who 
watched  her  darling  child  with  the  agonizing  fear  that 
she  had  brought  her  to  this  distant  place  of  sojourn  but 
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to  witness  her  departing  hours.  Dear  Lucie  fully 
realized  her  situation,  and  remarked  in  a  letter  written 
to  a  young  friend  who  had  informed  her  of  her  approach- 
ing marriage — *  0  pray  that  I  may  be  fitted  for  heaven — 
I  feel  that  I  shall  never  be  well  again.  I  want  to  go — I 
long  for  heaven — free  from  sin,  in  the  presence  of  Jesus 
forever.'  Is  not  this  delightful  to  think  of,  as  awaiting 
every  ransomed  sinner.  And  then  in  allusion  to  the 
projected  union  of  her  friend — 'Let  nothing  intervene 
between  your  heavenly  Friend  and  your  own  soul,  to  cast 
its  dreadful  shadow  there,  and  interrupt  its  peace : — in 
Him,  all  lawful  things  are  doubly  sweet.' 

"  Her  journey  home  was  accomplished  after  many 
detentions  and  painful  circumstances;  and  her  bedside 
was  soon  surrounded  by  the  faithful  pastor  and  beloved 
Christian  friends,  whom  she  had  prayed  so  earnestly  that 
she  might  be  once  more  permitted  to  see.  Truly  thank- 
ful they  feel,  that  this  blessing  was  granted  to  them  and 
to  her ;  but  whilst  they  realize  that  to  them  is  committed 
the  sacred  charge  of  recording  the  scenes  of  that  dying 
chamber,  they  feel  that  they  are  quite  unable  to  fulfil  the 
task. 

"  They  gazed  with  tearful  interest  upon  the  intellectual 
and  spiritual  beauty  which  lighted  the  countenance  of 
their  loved  one — they  listened  to  the  eloquent  outpourings 
o^  her  rejoicing  heart,  so  child-like  in  its  holy  access  to 
the  mercy  seat,  so  tender  in  its  love  for  them,  with 
8 
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feelings  of  wonder  which  enfeebled  the  exeixise  of 
memory,  and  deprived  them  of  descriptive  power. 

"  The  midnight  hour  was  often  passed  in  prayer  and 
praise,  and  Christian  converse;  and  when  aroused  from 
slumber,  it  was  her  first  realization,  'When  I  awake,  I 
am  still  with  Thee.'  A  friend,  who  was  much  with  her, 
repeated  the  verse — 

** '  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer ; 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there.' 

And  the  comment  was  made — '  You  are  winged  by 
prayer,  Lucie  ! '  '  No,  I  am  not  winged  by  prayer,'  was 
the  prompt  response.  'I  do  mount  up  with  wings  as  a 
young  eagle,  but  I  am  always  in  the  bosom  of  Jesus.  I 
nestle  there — there  is  no  winging  nor  flying ! ' 

"She  exclaimed  one  day,  'Where  is  my  precious 
mother  ?  Oh,  I  do  love  my  mother  !  She  is  so  endeared  1 
She  does  every  thing  for  me  that  she  can,  she  loves  me 
so  much — but  not  so  much  as  Jesus — she  could  not  die 
for  me.'  At  other  times,  '  You  do  not  know  what  I  am 
to  Jesus,  and  what  Jesus  is  to  me.  I  n  never  doubt. 
I  can  never  cease  to  love.  I  long  for  heaven,  but  I  love 
the  will  of  Jesus  better.' 

'^  When  her  mother  expressed  a  fear  that  so  much  con- 
versation would  fatigue  her,  she  said,  *  When  I  speak  of 
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worldly  things,  I  am  wearied  and  exhausted,  but  when  I 
speak  of  heavenly  things,  it  refreshes  my  soul.' 

*'  When  some  very  beautiful  flowers  and  grapes  were 
sent  her,  one  afternoon,  she  exclaimed — '  How  beauti- 
ful !  how  lovely !  those  sweet  moss  roses,  and  that 
exquisite  j  essamine !  how  I  do  love  them — they  are 
God's  flowers!' 

"  She  then  returned  most  fervent  thanksgiving  to  Him 
who  had  granted  so  many  sources  of  enjoyment,  and 
asked  the  Holy  Spirit  to  rest  upon  the  kind  lady  who  had 
sent  the  flowers,  and  to  attract  to  His  service  every  mem- 
ber of  her  family. 

"As  her  departing  hour  approached,  she  was  asked — 
*Have  you  no  moment  of  darkness?'  'Not  one,'  she  re- 
plied ;  *  I  am  dying  in  my  Saviour's  arms,  and  I  have 
nothing  to  do  but  look  up  and  love.' 

**  But  a  short  time  before  she  went  to  heaven,  when  her 
system  was  so  prostrated  that  she  seemed  incapable  of 
eflbrt,  she  asked  for  a  slate,  and  wrote  something  which 

her  friend,  Miss  E ,  whose  society  and  sympathy  were 

of  priceless  value,  sought  in  vain  to  decipher.  She  said,  at 
last,  '  Dear  Lucie,  I  cannot  make  out  a  word  of  this,  with 
the  exception  of  "Christ."'  She  looked  disappointed, 
and  raising  herself  upon  the  pillow,  with  unnatural  en- 
ergy, traced  in  plainest  characters,  '  The  love  of  Christ 
can  never  be  fully  appreciated;'  and  when  her  friend  re- 
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sponded,  '  in  this  world,'  she  replied  that  this  was  her 
meanings 

"Miss  E ,in  attempting  a  description  of  this  scene, 

observed,  '  My  whole  soul  fills  with  gratitude  now,  at  the 
remembrance  of  the  blessed  testimony,  which  she  called 
upon  every  energy  of  mind  and  body  to  bear  to  the  pre- 
ciousness  of  the  Redeemer.  The  impression  she  gave  me 
was,  that  her  Saviour  had  become  so  increasingly  precious 
to  her  soul,  from  day  to  day,  that  at  last  she  felt  herself 
absolutely  lost  in  the  contemplation  of  his  exceeding  love, 
that  it  could  never  here  be  fully  experienced  or  under- 
stood. ' 

"  Her  faith  and  patience  were  often  tested  by  the  en- 
durance of  acute  pain,  and  thus  she  sought  relief — '  Oh, 
my  kind,  my  heavenly  Physician,  thou  doest  all  things 
well!  If  it  please  thee,  remove  this  suffering;  neverthe- 
less, not  my  will  but  thine  be  done  always.  I  love  the 
pain  because  thou  sendest  it.  Oh,  that  thou  wouldst 
glorify  thyself  in  me,  by  me,  through  me,  in  whatsoever 
way  thou  wilt.  Dear  Saviour,  precious  Redeemer,  how 
good  thou  art!' 

"  Once,  when  apparently  dying,  'Lord,  save  me!  Lord, 
help  me  in  this  trying  hour!  Lord,  I  am  thine,  bought 
with  a  price.' 

"We  are  indebted  for  the  following  notes  to  a  young 
lady  whose  retentive  memory  enables  her  to  record  some 
of  our  dear  Lucie's  remarks,  and  to  describe  a  touching 
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interview  l)et\veeii  our  departed  friend  and  a  very  youth- 
ful member  of  the  Epiphany,  to  whom  she  was  much 
attached : 

"  'Oh,'  she  said,  'what  beautiful  order  there  is  in  this 
great  work  of  our  salvation !  The  blessed  Trinity — I 
never  begin  nor  end  my  prayers  without  remembering  it — 
liave  such  a  shar^  in  my  soul's  redemption  !  The  Father 
chose  me  in  love;  the  Son  died  to  purchase  me  unto 
himself;  and  then  the  precious  Spirit  was  sent  to  tell  me 
all  this,  and  to  bring  me  back  to  him  in  peace  and  love. 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost,  the  glorious  Three,  all 
love  me;  and  yet  it  is  the  glorious  One,  also,  and  he  loves 
me  ;  and  all  is  laid  up  for  me  in  Jesus.  First,  he  inter- 
cedes for  me,  then  he  cleanses  me  from  my  sins,  and  gives 
me  full  forgiveness  for  them  all ;  then  he  folds  around  me 
the  beautiful  robe  of  his  own  righteousness,  and  protects 
and  secures  me  for  ever.  Oh!  if  there  were  a  word  more 
expressive  than  my  precious  Saviour,  I  would  use  it;  but 
no  word  of  human  language  is  adequate  to  tell  what  I 
feel — in  heaven  there  will  be !  There  I  shall  be  enabled 
to  express  it  all,  and  to  those  who  can  understand  me ! 
All  is  joy,  and  peace,  and  glory  now  in  him.* 

"  She  lies  in  her  almost  seraphic  beauty,  with  the  hec- 
tic flush  on  her  cheek,  and  the  brilliant  light  in  her  eye, 
with  which  consumption  decks  his  victims,  heightened  by 
the  glory  of  her  almost  realized  hopes,  looking  already 
like  one  of  the  spirits  in  light,  who  rest  not  day  nor  night 
8* 
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praising  the  Lamb.  The  voice  of  prayer  and  praise  is 
seldom  stilled,  and  the  only  term  which  suggests  itself  to 
those  who  are  permitted  to  listen  to  her,  as  fit  to  describe 
this  continued  flow  of  adoring  love,  is  '  heavenly  music' 
Friend  after  friend  is  presented  in  fervent  prayer  at  the 
throne  of  grace,  and  not  even  a  draught  of  medicine  nor 
a  glass  of  water  passes  her  lips  until  she  has  asked  a  bles- 
sing upon  it.  Even  now,  on  her  death-bed,  she  pursues 
her  missionary  work,  which  has  occupied  her  life  since 
she  knew  Jesus;  and  the  singular  discrimination  with 
which  she  selects  books  suited  to  the  minds  of  the  various 
subjects  of  her  affectionate  interest,  is  most  wonderful 
in  one  so  young. 

**  Sunday,  June  15th. — Through  dear  MissE 's  kind- 
ness I  have  had  the  sweet  privilege  of  listening  to  this 

favored  child  of  God.     During  our  short  stay came 

in.  Her  welcome  was  most  affectionate  and  warm-hearted, 
and  then  she  proceeded  at  once  to  tell  him  how  she  hoped 
he  would  love  the  Saviour;.  She  trusted,  she  said,  that  he 
had  received  the  forgiyeness  of  his  sins  past,  and  urged 
him  to  remember  them  no  more,  since  God  the  Father, 
God  the  Son,  and  God  the  Holy  Ghost  had  put  them  out 
of  remembrance.  He  had  new  sins  to  repent  of  every 
day,  new  occasions  to  seek  the  Saviour's  feet,  and  the 
blessed  influences  of  his  Holy  Spirit.  She  said  she  hoped 
that  he  would  be  a  faithful  Christian  and  a  minister  of 
the  gospel.   Then  she  turned  afresh  to  the  theme  of  which 
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she  never  tires,  the  glorious  gospel  scheme.  .'Oh,  Willie! 
what  encouragement  you  have  to  seek  the  Saviour !  I 
think  he  loves  the  little  lambs  of  his  flock  with  peculiar 
tenderness,  and  always  carries  them  in  his  bosom.  He 
says  to  each  one  of  them,  "  I  will  never  leave  thee  nor  for- 
sake thee."     His  work  is  perfect.' 

•' '  First.  He  intercedes  for  you,  then  he  puts  it  into 
your  heart  to  feel  the  burden  of  your  sins,  and  to  desire 
his  forgiveness.  He  sends  his  blessed  Spirit  to  teach  you 
your  need  of  him,  and  bring  you  to  ask  his  mercy ;  then 
he  gives  you  free  and  final  pardon,  and  blots  out  all  your 
sins — folds  around  you  the  spotless  robe  of  his  righteous- 
ness. It  must  be  a  beautiful  robe;  Willie;  for  it  is  the 
work  of  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost.'  Then  she 
gave  him  a  sweet  message  for  his  little  sister  Helen, 
and  the  other  children.  'Tell  them,'  she  said,  to  ask 
daily  for  the  influences  of  the  Holy  Spirit  to  lead  them 
'  to  trust  in  the  lovely,  precious  Saviour,  for  that  is  the 
foundation  of  all  religion,  and  it  is  the  blessed  Spirit's 
work  to  teach  ue  (experimentally,  I  mean)  to  know  and 
believe  in  Jesus.  You  must  help  to  encourage  them, 
Willie;  perhaps  the  grace  of  God  is  already  working  in 
their  hearts,  and  you  must  be  ready  to  welcome  its  be- 
ginning. Oh !  we  must  not  despise  the  day  of  small 
things.  Many  a  little  heart  has  been  chilled  and  har- 
dened by  the  expression  of  a  doubt  of  the  reality  of  its 
religious  feelings.     We  must  teach  little  ones  the  danger 
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of  self-deception,  but  never  suspect  tliem  or  allow  them 
to  suppose  we  do  so.  If  we  see  wliat  is  amiss  in  them, 
we  must  kindly  warn  and  earnestly  pray  for  them,  but 
not  tell  them  we  think  they  are  deceiving  themselves. 
Be  much  in  prayer,  Willie;  I  hope  you  love  it.'  When 
she  spoke  to  him  about  forgetting  his  sins,  she  said,  '  I  am 
not  afraid  to  tell  you  this,  Willie;  for  I  think  you  have 
the  Holy  Spirit  in  your  heart,  and  he  will  preserve  you 
from  self-deception.' 

"A  short  time  before  her  departure,  as  her  mother  en- 
tered the  room,  she  remarked  to  her  with  a  most  seraphic 
countenance,  '  My  precious  mother,  have  you  thought  of 
it  ? — eternity !  an  eternity  of  happiness  !  I  have  been 
trying  to  take  in  the  idea  all  the  morning,  that  I  am  to 
enjoy  an  eternity  of  happiness — just  think  of  it!* 

"  Her  last  words  were — '  Holy  !  holy !  holy  I'  " 
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Oh  !  wondrous  change !  the  purest  word 

By  mortal  wisdom  breathed  or  heard, 

The  brightest  dream  that  can  entrance 

A  raptured  saint,  or  martyr's  glance, — 

Are  all  too  weak  and  worthless  things 

E'en  to  uphold  what  thou  must  feel, 

To  whom  heaven's  glories  now  reveal 

More  than  the  harp  of  David  sings. 

Yes,  in  a  moment,  vast  the  change 

That  must  around  thy  spirit  range, 

Here  circled  its  divine  excess 

Of  all  which  can  the  glorious  bless ! 

While  o'er  thy  manumitted  soul, 

Transcending  all  the  Church  hath  known     , 

Since  Christ  ascended  to  his  throne, 

Voices  and  visions  grandly  stole. — Moxtgomeky. 

Each   day   he   read    and   prayed   with  Mrs.  — 


Taking  her  daughter  aside  on  the  last  day  he  was  at 
"Whitfield,  he  took  dowm  his  Bible,  opened  it,  and  said, 
*  come  and  look  here.'  He  then  followed  with  his  finger 
every  word,  as  he  read  the  tenth  verse  of  the  fiftieth 
chapter  of  Isaiah,  '  Who  is  among  you  that  feareth  the 
Lord,  that  obeyeth  the  voice  of  his  servant,  that  walketh 
in  darkness,  and  hath  no  light?  Let  him  trust  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord,  and  stay  upon  his  God ! ' 

"  He  went  out,     ....     into  the  garden   behind 


94  REFLECTED  LIGHT. 

liis  house  ;  sauntering  round  which,  he  was  overheard  by 
one  of  his  family,  in  low  but  very  earnest  tones,  saying, 

*  0  Father,  my  heavenly  Father  ! '  On  returning  to  the 
drawing-room,  he  threw  himself  into  his  usual  reclining 
posture.  His  conversation  at  first  was  joyous  and  play- 
ful; a  shadow  passed  over  him  as  some  disquieting 
thought  arose — but  a  light  spread  over  his  face  as  he 
said,  '  that  disquietness  lay  light  upon  a  man  who  could 
fix  his  heart  on  heaven.'  '  I  am  fond,'  he  said,  *  of  the 
Sabbath.     Hail  sacred  Sabbath  morn  !'       *       *       * 

"  During  the  whole  of  the  evening,  as  if  he  had  kept 
his  brightest  smiles  and  fondest  utterances  to  the  last, 
and  for  his  own,  he  was  peculiarly  bland  and  benignant. 

*  I  had  seen  him  frequently,'  says  Mr.  Gemmel,  '  at 
Farlie,  and  in  his  most  happy  moods,  but  I  never  saw 
him  happier.  Christian  benevolence  beamed  from  his 
countenance,  sparkled  in  his  eye,  played  upon  his  lips.' 
Immediately  after  prayers  he  withdrew,  and  bidding  his 
family  remember  that  they  must  be  early  to-morrow,  he 
waved  his  hand,  saying,  'A  general  good  night.' 

"  Next  morning  before  eight  o'clock,  Professor  MacDou- 
gall,  who  lived  in  the  house  adjoining,  sent  to  inquire 
about  a  packet  of  papers  which  he  had  expected  to 
receive  at  an  earlier  hour.  The  housekeeper  who  had 
been  long  in  the  family,  knocked  at  the  door  of  Dr. 
Chalmers'  room,  but  received  no  answer.  Concluding 
that  he  was  asleep,  and  unwilling  to  disturb  him,  she 
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waited  till  another  party  called  with  a  second  message , 
she  then  entered  the  room — it  was  in  darkness;  she 
spoke,  but  there  was  no  response.  At  last  she  threw 
open  the  window  shutters,  and  drew  aside  the  curtains 
of  the  bed.  He  sat  there,  half  erect,  his  head  reclining 
gently  on  the  pillow^ ;  the  expression  of  his  countenance 
that  of  fixed  and  majestic  repose.  She  took  his  hand — 
she  touched  his  brow ;  he  had  been  dead  for  hours : 
very  shortly  after  that  parting  salute,  he  had  entered 
the  eternal  world.  It  must  have  been  wholly  without 
pain  or  conflict.  The  expression  of  the  face,  undisturbed 
by  a  single  trace  of  suffering,  the  position  of  the  body  so 
easy  that  the  least  struggle  w^ould  have  disturbed  it,  the 
very  posture  of  arms,  and  hands,  and  fingers,  known  to 
his  family  as  that  into  which  they  fell  naturally,  in  the 
moments  of  entire  repose — conspired  to  show  that,  saved 
all  strife  with  the  last  enemy,  his  spirit  had  passed  to  its 
place  of  blessedness  and  glory  in  the  heavens. 

"'Servant  of  God,  well  done! 
Rest  from  thy  loved  employ ; 
The  battle  o'er,  the  victory  won, 
Enter  thy  Master's  joy.'" 
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"Now  at  length,  the  morn  is  breaking  1 
Now  the  shadows  flee  away, 
My  bewildered  soul  is  waking, 
To  the  light  of  perfect  day  ! 

•  Dreary  was  my  night  of  woe ! 
Day  is  dawning !  let  me  go ! 

"  All  my  unbelief  confessing, 
Casting  all  my  care  on  Him, 

Let  me  go !  He  grants  His  blessing, 
He  forgives  me  every  sin. 

Loking  down  on  me,  He  smiled, 
As  a  father  on  his  child. 

"Through  the  eager  ranks  of  angels, 

I  shall  fly  on  eager  wings, 
Through  the  legions  of  archangels, 

To  the  footstool  of  my  King. 
Let  me  go,  I  long  to  be 

In  such  blessed  company." 

Her  sufferings  ended  with  the  day, 

Yet  lived  she  at  its  close ; 
And  breathed  the  long,  long  night  away 

In  statue-like  repose. 

But  when  the  sun  in  all  his  state, 

Illumed  the  eastern  skies. 
She  passed  through  glory's  morning  gate 

And  walked  in  Paradise. — Aldeich, 
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After  their  arrival  at  the  Isle  of  France  she  faded 
very  perceptibly  ....  and  was  once  again  borne  back 
to  the  ship.  And  now  we  have  the  tender  watching,  the 
grateful  smile,  the  bitter  anguish  of  anticipated  separa- 
tion, and  the  soothing  voice  of  love,  winged  for  a  flight 
to  heaven,  and  above,  and  around,  and  closely  blent  with 
all — mingling  in  dreams,  in  prayers,  in  hourly  thoughts 
and  spirit-crushing  anticipations,  the  sweet,  beautiful  re- 
signation which  none  but  the  disciple  of  Christ  can  ever 
understand. — Miss  Emily  Judson. 

Dr.  Judson  remarks,  "After  her  prostration  at  the 
Isle  of  France,  where  we  spent  three  weeks,  there  re- 
mained but  little  expectation  of  her  recovery.  Her 
hope  had  long  been  fixed  on  the  Kock  of  Ages,  and  she 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  contemplating  death  as  neither 
distant  nor  undesirable.  As  it  drew  near  she  remained 
perfectly  tranquil.  No  shade  of  doubt,  or  fear,  or  anxiety 
ever  passed  over  her  mind.  She  had  a  prevailing  pre- 
ference to  depart  and  be  with  Christ :  *  I  am  longing  to 
depart,'  and  'what  can  I  want  besides?'  quoting  the 
language  of  a  familiar  hymn,  were  the  expressions  which 
revealed  the  spiritual  peace  and  joy  of  her  mind;  yet,  at 
times,  the  thought  of  her  native  land,  to  which  she  was 
approaching  after  an  absence  of  twenty  years,  and  a 
longing  desire  to  see  her  son  George,  her  parents  and  the 
friends  of  her  youth,  drew  down  her  ascending  soul,  and 
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constrained  her  to  say,  '  I  am  in  a  strait  betwixt  two,  let 
the  will  of  God  be  done.  * 

"In  regard  to  her  children  she  ever  manifested  the 
most  surprising  composure  and  resignation,  so  much  so 
that  I  was  once  induced  to  say :  '  You  seem  to  have  for- 
gotten the  dear  little  ones  we  have  left  behind.'  *  Can  a 
mother  forget?'  she  replied  and  was  unable  to  proceed. 
During  her  last  days  she  spent  most  of  her  time  in  pray- 
ing for  the  early  conversion  of  her  children.     *     *     * 

"  On  our  passage  homeward  as  the  strength  of  Mrs.  J. 
gradually  declined,  I  expected  to  be  under  the  painful 
necessity  of  burying  her  in  the  sea.  But  it  was  so 
ordered  in  Divine  Providence,  that  when  the  indications 
of  approaching  death  had  become  strongly  marked,  the 
ship  came  to  anchor  in  the  port  of  St.  Helena.  For  three 
days  she  continued  to  sink  rapidly,  though  her  bodily 
sufferings  were  not  severe.  Her  mind  became  liable  to 
wander,  but  a  single  word  was  sufficient  to  recall  and 
steady  her  recollections.  On  the  evening  of  the  thirty- 
first  of  August  she  appeared  to  be  drawing  near  to  the 
end  of  her  earthly  pilgrimage.  The  children  took  leave 
of  her  and  retired  to  rest.  I  sat  alone  by  the  side  of  her 
bed,  endeavouring  to  administer  relief  to  the  distressed 
body  and  consolation  to  the  departing  soul.  At  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  wishing  to  obtain  one  more  token 
of  recognition,  I  roused  her  attention  and  said,  '  Do  you 
still  love  the  Saviour  ?'     *  Oh,  yes,'  she  replied,  *  I  ever 


MRS.  SARAH  JUDSON.  99 

love  the  Lord  Jesus.'  I  said  again,  '  Do  you  still  love 
me  ?'  She  replied  in  the  affirmative,  by  a  peculiar  ex- 
pression of  her  own.  Another  hour  passed — life  con- 
tinued to  recede,  and  she  ceased  to  breathe.  For  a 
moment  I  traced  her  upward  flight,  and  thought  of  the 
wonders  that  were  opening  to  her  view." 
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"  Teiumphant  in  thy  closing  eye, 
The  hope  of  glory  shone  ; 
Joy  breath'd  in  thy  expiring  sigh, 

To  think  the  fight  was  won. 
Gently  the  passing  spirit  fled, 
Sustained  by  grace  divine." 


Angels,  rejoice! — let  us  shout  as  we  fly. 
Songs  of  thanksgiving  to  God  and  the  Son ! 

Hark !  there  are  voices  responding  on  high : 
Welcome,  they  say,  to  the  rest  thou  hast  won. 

Brighter  and  brighter  the  glory  appears ; 

Louder  and  richer  the  music  of  bliss ; 
Never  before  were  such  sounds  in  my  ears, — 

Never  before  saw  I  vision  like  this. — Mes.  Evans. 


"  The  quiet  chamber  where  the  Christian  sleeps, 
And  where  from  year  to  year  he  prays  and  weeps ; 
Whence  in  the  midnight  watch  his  thoughts  arise 
To  those  bright  mansions  where  his  treasure  lies, — • 
How  dear  it  is  to  all  his  faith  can  see ! 
Yes,  for  that  bliss  unspeakable,  unseen, 
Is  ready,  and  the  veil  of  flesh  between 
A  gentle  sigh  may  rend,  and  then  display 
The  broad,  full  splendor  of  an  endless  day." 
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"  Having  come  to  Rossdhu  in  May,  .  .  .  ehe  was 
obliged  to  return  to  Edinburg  for  medical  advice  almost 
immediately. 

"  On  the  29th  of  September,  when  out  walking,  she 
was  overtaken  in  a  shower,  and  obliged  to  seek  shelter 
under  a  tree.  She  herself,  apprehended  no  injury,  and 
smiled  at  the  excessive  caution  of  her  family  in  sending 
out  cloaks  and  shawls.  Next  morning,  however,  she  com- 
plained of  sore  throat  and  fever;  but  though  that  morn- 
ing she  appeared  at  the  breakfast-table,  and  for  two  days 
continued  to  go  about  and  converse  with  her  usual  cheer- 
fulness, she  evidently  grew  worse,  and  before  Sabbath, 
the  4th  of  October,  she  had  taken  to  that  bed  from  which 
again  she  was  never  to  rise. 

"  On  that  first  Sabbath  of  her  illness,  one  of  the  ser- 
vants, to  whom  she  had  often  spoken  on  the  concerns  of 
her  soul,  came  into  the  room  and,  after  saying  a  few  kind 
words  to  her.  Lady  Colquhoun  offered  to  pray  with  her 
as  she  had  frequently  done  in  other  days.  The  brief  but 
touching  prayer  will  not  readily  be  forgotten  by  her  on 
whose  behalf  it  was  offered,  all  the  rather  that  every 
utterance  had  now  become  an  exertion.  To  one  of  her 
family  that  day  she  said,  emphatically,  '  Christ  is  all  my 
salvation  and  all  my  desire.  I  hope  for  salvation  in 
nothing  but  Christ.' 

"At  an  early  period  of  her  illness  she  sent  for  Sir 
James,  desiring  to  speak  to  him  alone.  She  told  him  that 
9* 
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before  ste  became  too  ill  she  wanted  to  give  directions 
about  ber  funeral ;  that  sbe  did  not  wish  to  have  any  one 
invited  but  ber  nearest  relatives,  and  that  it  sbould  be 
quite  private.  Sbe  tben  sent  for  ber  youngest  son,  and 
witb  perfect  composure  told  bim  ber  apprehension  as  to 
the  result,  adding,  'I  die  at  the  foot  of  the  cross.'  Next 
day  sbe  gave  ber  youngest  son  directions  regarding  cer- 
tain charities,  one  of  which  was,  that  the  sum  sbe  bad 
paid  for  the  education  of  a  theological  student  should  be 
continued  till  his  college  course  was  ended.  'I  see,'  she 
said,  'that  you  are  affected;  but  you  will  pay  attention 
to  my  wishes,  as  I  have  not  left  them  as  bequests  in  my 
will.'  Sbe  tben  subjoined,  with  earnestness,  'Christ  is 
my  portion;  and,  oh!  what  a  portion!     Seek  that  por- 

"From  ber  first  seizure  she  herself  seemed  to  have  only 
one  impression  regarding  the  issue.  About  a  week  after 
its  commencement  she  said  to  one  of  the  household, '  Mrs. 

L ,  I  am   convinced  that   this  illness  is  to  end  in 

death;  and  I  have  just  one  hope — only  one — and  that  is, 
the  finished  work  of  Christ.'  On  ber  attendant  expressing 
a  hope  that  sbe  might  recover,  sbe  answered,  '  Ob,  no  I 
And  for  me  to  live  would  be  Christ,  but  to  die  will  be 
gain — unspeakable  gain  ! '  and  tben,  after  a  short  prayer, 
sbe  musingly  added,  '  And  shall  I  see  him  as  be  is  —  so 
soon  ?  And  shall  I  join  the  redeemed  around  the  throne  ? 
Overwhelming  thought!'     The  next  day, — and  it  was  the 
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only  one  she  so  complained,  —  she  spoke  as  if  under  a 
cloud,  and  requested  that  these  words  might  be  read  to 
her,  (Isa.  xliii.  1-3),  'Fear  not,  for  I  have  redeemed 
thee :  I  have  called  thee  by  thy  name ;  thou  art  mine. 
When  thou  passest  through  the  waters  I  will  be  with 
thee;  and  through  the  rivers  they  shall  not  overflow  thee; 
when  thou  walkest  through  the  fire,  thou  shalt  not  be 
burned,  neither  shall  the  flame  kindle  upon  thee.  For  I 
am  the  Lord  thy  God,  the  holy  one  of  Israel,  thy  Saviour.* 
But  after  this  she  seemed  to  be  no  more  disturbed,  often 
saying,  *  What  a  blessing  it  is  that  the  enemy  is  kept 
away.'  And  from  her  lips  were  constantly  dropping  such 
expressions  as,  *I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth.'  'I 
cannot  praise  him  as  I  would ;  but  I  shall  yet  praise  him 
in  perfection;  yes,  through  all  eternity!' 

"Two  lovely  features  of  Christian  character  were  ob- 
servable during  this  illness :  a  sweet  acquiescence  in  the 
will  of  God  and  a  constant  mindfulness  of  others.     *     * 

"  To  her  the  word  of  God  was  by  this  time  everything. 
Such  texts  as  Isaiah  xxxii.  2,  John  xiv.  27,  and  xvii.  24, 
Romans  vii.  32-39,  were  cordials  which  her  spirit  drank 
in  when  it  cared  for  nothing  else.  That  passage  in  Ro- 
mans was  the  last  to  which  she  listened,  and  it  is  interest- 
ing to  know  that  it  was  the  last  which  was  read  to  her 
beloved  sister  Hannah.  And  though  it  was  an  effort  to 
speak  much,  it  seemed  to  make  the  efibrt  less  if  it  were 
some  '  tried  word'  that  she  was  quoting.  *         * 
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"  Turning  to  her  daughter  with  a  look  of  ineffable  fond- 
ness, she  repeated,  '  "I  will  never  leave  thee  nor  forsake 
thee.'" 

"  About  seven  days  before  her  departure,  she  sent  for 
all  the  servants,  and  spoke  to  them  separately  on  the 
things  of  their  eternal  peace.  To  one  she  said,  *  Mary, 
you  will  soon  lose  me.  Your  day  may  not  be  so  near, 
but  it  is  coming — see  that  you  have  an  interest  in  Christ 
before  then ;  for  what  would  I  do  to-day  without  him  ? 
Mary,  do  not  forget  me ;  and  remember  all  I  have  told 
you ;  and  be  sure  that  you  attend  to  the  preaching  of  the 
word.  I  benefited  much  from  that  in  my  own  youth — 
and  thank  you  for  all  that  you  have  done  for  me.' 

"To  another  she  said,  'Look  at  me,  a  poor,  helpless 
creature,  and  don't  put  off  preparing  for  eternity  till  you 
come  to  a  death-bed.'  .  .  .  And  great  as  was  the 
exertion  to  her  wasted  frame,  so  intent  was  she  on  ad- 
dressing a  word  of  kindness  and  parting  counsel  to  every 
one  of  them,  that,  having  missed  one  of  the  men-serv- 
ants, she  sent  a  messenger  to  bring  him.  She  had  some- 
thing suitable  for  each,  and  no  one  was  overlooked. 

''What  else  transpired  within  the  precincts  of  that 
hallowed  chamber  must  be  told  in  the  words  of  filial  af- 
fection. Sbe  now  felt  as  if  her  work  were  done.  At 
the  same  time  she  declared  that  she  renounced  all  depend- 
ence on  anything  she  had  ever  performed,  as  her  best  was 
altogether  sinful;  adding,  'Christ  is  my  hope,  should  be 
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my  motto.  I  rely  entirely  on  his  finished  work.'  To 
myself  she  said,  *  My  death  will  do  more  good  than  my 
life  could  do ;  for  it  will  show  you  more  forcibly  than 
anything  that  can  happen,  the  vanity  of  earthly  things.' 
After  expressing  in  strong  terms  how  much  she  felt  in 
leaving  me  behind,  she  said,  '  I  wish  I  could  take  you 
with  me ;  but  God  can  make  up  my  loss  to  you. '     *     * 

"  On  the  evening  of  the  20th  she  took  an  affectionate 
leave  of  her  eldest  and  youngest  sons.  She  thanked  my 
eldest  brother  for  all  his  kindness  to  her,  particularizing 
some  of  her  obligations  to  him,  and  then  she  gave  each 
of  them  her  last  blessing,  adding,  '  I  hope  to  meet  you 
all  at  the  right  hand  of  the  Judge.' 

*  *  "That  morning,  the  21st,  I  found  her  quiet  and 
apparently  free  from  pain,  though  evidently  going  home. 
Her  eyes  were  closed,  but  she  was  not  asleep ;  for  when 
I  spoke  she  threw  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  em- 
braced me  affectionately.  It  was  my  mother's  last  em- 
brace. She  then  said  to  me,  *  My  Sarah,  I  have  not  given 
you  my  blessing.  I  pray  that  God  may  bless  you  with 
all  spiritual  blessings  in  heavenly  places  in  Christ  Jesus.* 

"So  gentle,  so  imperceptible  was  her  release  that  for 
some  time  we  could  scarcely  believe  that  she  was  really 
gone.  She  was  not,  for  God  took  her;  and  after  death 
her  countenance  retained  the  peaceful,  tranquil  look  it 
had  worn  while  living.  It  was  on  Wednesday,  October  21, 
1856,  that  her  shining  path  thus  merged  in  perfect  day.** 
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MRS.   SHERMAN. 

**  Theee  is  bliss,  there  is  bliss  in  the  regions  above, 

They  have  opened  the  gates  of  the  sky ; 
A  spirit  hath  soared  to  the  mansions  of  love, 

And  seeks  for  admittance  on  high. 
And  friends  long  divided  are  hastening  to  meet, 

In  a  land  where  no  sorrow  can  come; 
And  the  seraphs  are  eager  a  sister  to  meet. 

And  to  welcome  the  child  to  its  home. 

••  There  is  bliss,  there  is  bliss  at  the  foot  of  the  throne, 

See  the  spirit  all  purified  bend ; 
And  it  beams  with  delight,  since  it  gazes  above 

On  the  face  of  a  Father,  a  Friend  ! 
Then  it  joins  in  the  anthems  forever  that  rise. 

All  its  frailty  and  folly  forgiven  ; 
It  is  dead  to  the  earth  and  new-born  to  the  skies, 

And  this  is  the  portion  of  heaven." 

March  2,  1848. — Her  exhaustion  was  so  great  that 
she  thought  death  was  approaching.  The  next  day 
when  a  little  recovered,  she  said,  "  I  thought  it  must 
surely  be  death;  it  was  a  solemn  moment — a  solemn  mo- 
ment indeed,  but  I  was  not  agitated :  I  felt  even  then 
that  I  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  commit  myself  to  Christ, 
and  it  seemed  quite  easy  and  natural  to  do  so."  .  .  . 
As  she  had  for  several  months  been  denied  the  privilege 
of  partaking  of  the  Lord's  Supper,  she  wished  to  have  it 
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administered  to  lier   privately,  in  communion  with  her 

own  family  and  a  few  chosen  friends The 

delight  she  experienced  from  the  refreshment  of  soul,  and 
the  sensible  enjoyment  of  her  Saviour's  presence  at  the 
celebration  of  this  feast  of  love,  was  much  increased  by 
the  addition  to  the  number  of  its  guests,  for  the  first  time, 
of  two  of  her  servants,  one  of  whom  attributed  her  deci- 
sion, to  the  exhibition  of  the  power  of  religion  to  sustain 
and  cheer  in  the  hour  of  sickness,  which  she  had  wit- 
nessed in  her  beloved  mistress.  When  asked  what  ar- 
rangements she  wished  to  be  made,  she  answered,  "Let 
that  be  left  to  Mr.  Clayton,  but  there  are  two  parts  of  the 
communion  service  which  I  should  like  to  hear  again ; 
the  prayer  commencing,  '  We  do  not  presume  to  come  to 
this  Thy  table  trusting  in  our  own  righteousness  ;'  and  the 
anthem  beginning,  *  Therefore  with  angels  and  archangels 
and  with  all  the  company  of  heaven,'  and  *  Glory  be  to 
God  on  high,'  "  etc. ;  she  added,  "  I  hope  all  will  join — I 
will,  if  I  am  able,"  and  this  she  did  in  as  audible  a  whis- 
per as  her  weakness  would  allow.  Her  countenance  was 
lighted  with  the  sunshine  of  heaven,  and  she  seemed  (as 
she  said  after  the  service  concluded)  as  though  she  was 
but  echoing  the  joyous  notes  of  the  angels  and  the  spirits 
of  the  just  made  perfect. 

April  19. — An  old  friend  and  former  playfellow 
called  to  take  leave  of  her;  in  childhood  and  youth  th^\v 
had   spent  many,  many  happy  days   together,  and  the 
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sight  of  him  filled  her  eyes  with  tears :  but  she  soon  re- 
covered, and  said,  "  Oh,  J ,  tears  are  not  often  seen  in 

my  eyes,  but  I  am  weak  in  body  and  mind  now,  I  am 
scarcely  able  to  speak  to  you ;  but  I  shall  soon  be  where 
my  tongue  will  be  unloosened,  and  I  shall  serve  my  God 
without  weakness  either  of  soul  or  body.  Mind  you 
meet  me  there."  Then  giving  him  "  Christ  on  the  cross" 
as  a  parting  memorial,  she  added,  "  The  cross  of  Christ  is 
all  my  support  and  hope.  Oh,  that  I  had  a  tongue  to 
urge  all  to  seek  refuge  there !  Is  it  not  a  comfort  to  feel 
the  sting  of  death  removed  ?"  The  intelligent  and  manly 
traveller  whom  she  thus  pointedly  addressed,  was  quite 
overcome,  giving  evidence  by  his  emotion,  that  neither 
her  words  nor  manner  of  uttering  them  had  been  lost  on 
him.  .  .  .  When  he  was  gone,  she  said  "I  did  not  convey 
half  my  meaning — I  wanted  to  exalt  my  Master  more." 
21st  was  Good  Friday ;  when  she  awoke,  seeing  her  nurse 
standing  by  her  bedside,  she  said,  "  Oh,  this  is  a  memora- 
ble day — our  blessed  Saviour  was  crucified  for  us  on  this 
day.  By  his  death  he  has  taken  away  the  sting  of  death 
from  me  and  now  it  is  a  pleasure  to  look  forward  to  it. 
,  .  .  Who  says  that  religion  is  not  a  reality?  Oh,  if 
they  had  enjoyed  the  precious  promises  of  God,  the  assu- 
rance of  the  forgiveness  of  sins,  and  the  certainty  of 
dwelling  forever  in  a  house  not  made  with  hands  eternal 
in  the  heavens,  because  purchased  by  my  Redeemer's 
blood,  and  prepared  by  his  glorious  residence — as  I  have 
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done  tills  day — they  would  say  as  I  can,  "That  which  we 
have  seen  with  our  eyes  and  our  hands  have  handledi 
declare  we  unto  you." 

29th  was  a  day  in  which  extreme  weakness  was  ex- 
perienced. When  she  heard  the  voice  of  her  youngest 
child  she  called  her,  and  had  her  placed  for  a  moment  on 
her  knees.  Looking  at  her  with  inexpressible  tenderness, 
she  said,  "  Mamma  is  going  to  heaven — will  my  precious 
child  meet  me  there?"  The  dear  little  creature  replied 
with  energy,  "  Yes,  mamma."  The  answer  awoke  strong 
emotion,  and  prevented  her  from  saying  more. 

She  said,  "Read  to  me  about  Abraham  and  his  seed 
that  I  may  feel  encouraged  about  my  precious  children." 
"  Yes,  there  is  my  hope.  '  I  will  be  a  God  to  thee  and 
thy  children  after  thee.'  Surely  he  has  been  a  God  to 
me.  Who  but  he  could  have  borne  with  me  and  helped 
me  till  now?  I  will  trust  him  for  mine.  He  never  will 
forsake  me."  Her  countenance,  beautiful  even  in  death, 
was  lighted  with  a  smile  that  looked  rather  like  the  joy 
we  conceive  illuminates  the  soul  emerging  from  the  cold 
stream  of  death,  as  a  dreaded  event  that  was  over,  than 
of  one  who  was  looking  forward  to  it,  as  just  at  hand. 
It  was  not  only  a  smile  in  death,  it  was  a  smile  at  death. 
.  .  .  The  Sun  of  Righteousness  in  cloudless  splendor 
shone  upon  her  soul,  which  reflected  his  beams,  in  that — 
I  repeat — most  heavenly  smile  that  I  ever  saw^  upon  the 
countenance  of  any  human  being  in  life  or  death.  She 
10 


110  REFLECTED  LIGHT. 

seemed  standing  within  the  precincts  of  glory.  .  .  Could 
sucIl  a  scene  as  this  be  witnessed  in  public — as  it  must  be 
witnessed  to  be  known,  for  no  words  can  describe  it — 
Christianity  would,  we  would  suppose,  then  appear  to  all 
men  a  divine  reality.  ***** 

She  took  her  husband's  hand,  saying,  "  Thirteen  years 
of  more  bliss  has  been  granted  to  us  than  ordinarily  falls 
to  the  lot  of  most,  even  of  the  children  of  God  ;  we  have 
had  much  to  do  for  Christ,  and  that  has  made  us  happy ; 
we  have  talked  of  his  grace ;  united  in  his  ordinances, 
and  loved  his  service ;  my  work,  feeble  as  it  has  been,  is 
done,  but  yours — the  Lord  lengthens  your  term  for  the 
sake  of  my  babes  !  may  it  be  extensive.  Forgive  a  wife 
if  with  her  dying  breath  she  say,  preach  Christ  and  his 
salvation  more  fully,  more  conspicuously,  more  feelingly 
than  ever.  It  has  been  your  aim,  I  know,  to  exalt  him 
all  your  life ;  but  let  your  remaining  efforts  in  the  pulpit 
extol  him  and  make  him  very  high.  I  am  sure  I  am 
very  near  death,  and  fearing  I  may  not  be  able  to  speak 
when  he  comes,  it  has  comforted  me  to  tell  you  my  heart. 
Do  not  weep — cheer  up ;  Christ  your  Master  will  give 
you  strength  and  grace,  and  we  shall  meet  after  a  few 
short  years,  to  dwell  in  the  full  blaze  of  glory  and  immor- 
tality." .  .  .  "  What  now,  when  earth  is  vanishing,"  it 
was  asked,  "  is  your  sole-dependance  for  acceptance  with 
God  at  the  great  day?"  "  Only  the  perfect  and  finished 
righteousness  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 
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•'  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  the  cross  I  cling." 

On  Thursday,  May  18,  1848,  in  the  forty-second  year 
of  her  age,  she  fell  asleep  in  Jesus. — "  Memoirs  of  Mrs. 
Shermanr     "  The  Fastors  Wife:' 
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REV.  HENRY  WATSON  FOX,  B.A. 

"  The  grave  holds  freedom  in  its  arms, 
The  touch  of  death  is  life." 


I  hold  a  middle  rank  'twixt  heaven  and  earth. 

On  the  last  verge  of  mortal  being  stand, 

Close  to  the  realms  where  angels  have  their  birth ; 

Just  on  the  boundary  of  the  spirit  land. — Russian  Ode. 


"  Oh  what  glorious  songs  are  pealing 
From  that  chosen,  spotless  throng; 
O'er  the  plains  of  heaven  stealing, 
'Holy,  holy,'  still  their  song." 

"  The  second  Sunday  before  lie  died,  upon  my  remark- 
ing, *It  was  the  close  of  the  Sabbath,  and  there  re- 
maineth  a  Sabbath  (rest)  for  the  people  of  God,'  he  said, 
'And  what  a  Sabbath!  perfect  rest!  when  shall  I  get 
there?  It  is  that  little  stream  which  divides  us  and 
makes  us  shrink.  Earth  has  such  hold  of  us.'  This  was 
on  his  thirty-first  birth-day,  the  first  of  October.  He 
had  felt  too  ill  for  several  days  to  see  his  children,  but 
now  begged  they  might  come.  They  came,  bringing 
him  nosegays  of  flowers,  gathered  from  their  own  little 
gardens,  wishing  him  in  child-like  glee,  'many  happy 
returns  of  the  day.'     '  Perhaps,'  said  he,  '  it  will  be  the 
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last. '  I  did  not  think  it :  hope  still  predominated  with 
us.  After  the  children  left  him,  (and  he  could  only  bear 
their  presence  a  few  minutes,)  he  said,  'Dear  little 
things,  how  they  wind  themselves  round  one's  heart.' 
His  affection  for  his  children  was  very  deep  and  tender, 
which  made  his  readiness  to  leave  them  and  commit 
them  with  faith  to  the  God  of  the  fatherless,  more 
striking.  ******* 

"  Reading  to  him  Jer.  ixxi.  3,  he  repeated,  '  an  ever- 
lasting love.  I  have  drawn  thee !  Yes,  drawn  against 
our  wills. ' 

"One  morning  the  medical  man  reminding  him  of  the 
many  mercies  he  enjoyed  in  his  present  illness,  compared 
with  what  he  had  had  in  India,  he  said,  'Yes,  God  is 
indeed  good  to  me.  He  sends  me  innumerable  mercies. 
His  love  is  indeed  wonderful!  wonderful!  wonderful  I 
To  send  his  Son  to  die  for  such  creatures  as  we  are  1 
Surpassing  love  ! '  Then  in  a  low  tone,  his  eyes  shut  and 
a  pause  between,  '  Love  I  love !  love ! ' 

"  This  is  a  specimen,  I  may  say,  of  his  general  tone  of 
mind.  Innumerable  times  did  he  express  himself  in  a 
similar  manner,  respecting  the  love  of  God  and  his  great 
goodness  to  himself  and  to  all  men.  His  heart  seemed 
literally  filled  with  the  love  of  God  shed  abroad  in  it  by 
the  Holy  Ghost.  '  I  now  regret,'  continues  his  sister 
Isabella,  '  that  I  was  unable  to  note  down  more  of  his 
sweet  expressions  of  love  and  faith ;  those  I  give  you  I 
10* 
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put  down  at  tlie  time,  and  are  Ms  own  words.  On  my 
saying,  "We  shall  see  Him  as  He  is,"  lie  said,  "See 
Him  !  see  Him !  Oh !  it  will  be  glorious !  "  He  then 
went  on  to  speak  of  the  blessedness  of  heaven:  "No 
crying,  no  curse,  no  sin  ! '"  We  then  spoke  of  the  happi- 
ness of  being  there.  Surely  even  then  he  had  a  foretaste 
of  its  glory !  His  heart  seemed  filled  with  joyful  antici- 
pations, and  the  poor,  suffering  body  could  not  keep  it 
from  mounting  into  the  third  heaven,  into  which  he 
almost  seemed  to  carry  me  along  w^ith  him. 

"  A  doubt  of  his  interest  in  Christ  never  arose,  nor  did 
a  cloud  for  a  moment  ever  come  between  him  and  his 
clear  view  of  his  Saviour.  I  had  in  my  own  mind  fears, 
whether  in  the  hours  of  nature's  greatest  extremity 
Satan  might  not  be  allowed  to  try  him,  as  he  often  does 
God's  children  ; — but  no,  blessed  be  God !  all  was  bright 
to  the  end.  Once  when  he  seemed  much  distressed  and 
oppressed  by  suffering  and  weakness,  I  said,  *  In  going 
through  the  dark  valley,  Satan  often  distresses  God's 
people.'  He  quickly  replied,  *  Thank  God,  he  has  never 
been  allowed  to  distress  me.' 

"  This  was  the  day  before  he  died,  and  I  feel  assured 
the  same  peace  continued  to  the  end. 

*  *  *  "  His  faith  was  never  shaken,  but  it  was 
tried.  Deeply  did  he  feel  those  seasons,  when  from 
extreme  weakness,  he  could  hold  no  sensible  communion 
with  God,     He  seemed  to  reckon  his  nights  good  or  bad, 
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in  proportion  to  the  degree  in  wliich  he  enjoyed  the  light 
of  God's  countenance.  .  .  .  Once  he  said,  '  Some- 
times I  can  lift  up  my  heart  to  God,  at  other  times  it  i8 
80  dead.  To  look  to  Christ  on  the  cross,  that  is  the  way 
to  get  comfort  and  help  from  the  Saviour  of  sinners.' 
Never  was  there  a  word,  or  sign,  or  look,  which  betrayed 
a  failing  of  perfect  patience.         *         *         *         * 

"  *  God  sends  many  alleviations  to  your  sufferings' — ■ 
*  Oh,  yes !  tender  mercies,  wonderful  mercies.  He  makea 
all  my  bed  in  my  sickness.  He  gives  me  all  the  com- 
forts I  need!' 

"  If  you  had  seen  the  happy,  grateful,  heavenly  coun- 
tenance with  which  he  uttered  all  his  praiseful,  grateful 
sentences,  it  would  have  engraven  them  on  your  very 
soul. 

"  God  was  glorified  greatly  in  his  servant,  for  it  waa 
manifest  to  all,  that  it  was  his  power  which  shone  forth 
80  brightly  in  him.  ***** 

*  *  *  "Speaking  of  the  conclusion  of  the  eighth 
of  Romans,  and  that  love  of  Christ  from  which  nothing 
can  separate  us,  he  said,  '  I  seemed  to  have  got  deeper 
into  this — this  wonderful  love  of  Christ.' 

" '  This  is  the  one  thing  God  has  shown  me  more  in 
this  illness.  This  wonderful  love  of  Christ  to  sinners — ■' 
such  love ! '  I  spoke  of  the  shortness  of  time,  the  length 
of  eternity.  *0h,  such  an  eternity,  too,'  he  exclaimed — ■ 
*and  such  brightness,  and  such  glory — we  cannot  reach; 
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it — we  cannot  comprehend  it  now — it  will  be  far,  far 
above  our  present  powers  of  conception.*  .  .  ,  His 
whole  heart  seemed  fixed  upon  the  joys  to  which  he  was 
going,  the  prospect  looked  to  him  inexpressibly  bright. 

**  When  I  went  into  his  room  the  next  morning,  he 
said  to  me,  *  I  am  very  weak,  can  scarcely  speak,  but 
Oh,  happy  !  happy  !  happy  ! '  He  now  thought  his  time 
must  be  short,  and  desired  to  see  his  children.  They  gotf- 
on  the  bed  and  kissed  him ;  he  said,  '  That  is  your  last 
kiss.  God  bless  you ;  if  you  wish  to  see  papa  again,  you 
must  come  to  heaven  where  you  will  find  him  and  dear 
mamma  and  little  Johnny ;  now  good  bye.* 

*'  He  was  calm  and  not  overcome.  I  remembered  his 
deep  emotion  when  he  parted  from  them  to  return  to 
India,  two  years  before.  The  struggle,  and  it  was  a 
bitter  one — was  gone  through  at  that  time — the  sacrifice 
had   been   made,    and    God  spared  him   the  pain  of  a 

second.  *  *  *  :i«  ^H  *  :is 

"  I  may  here  mention  his  dying  testimony  to  the  cause 
to  which  he  had  sacrificed  his  life.  After  reading  to  him 
the  first  three  verses  of  Isaiah  xL,  I  remarked,  *it  was  a 
privilege  to  have  been  called  even  in  a  small  measure,  to 
prepare  the  way  of  the  Lord.'  He  replied,  *  Yes,  there 
seems  a  special  blessing  rests  on  it;  I  often  thank  God 
that  he  called  me  to  be  a  missionary  to  go  abroad.*  On 
his  mother  asking  him  whether  he  repented  having  given 
his  life  to  missionary  work,  he  said,  '  No,  never!  if  I  had 
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to  live  over  again,  I  would  do  the  same.'  This  he  said 
only  a  day  or  two  before  he  died,  when  he  knew  he  was, 
humanly  speaking,  losing  his  life  in  consequence  of  his 
labors  abroad  and  at  home  in  that  cause — a  cause  so 
glorious,  even  the  ransoming  of  immortal  souls  from  sin 
and  Satan,  that  it  was  dearer  to  him  than  life  itself, 
through  love  to  his  Kedeemer. 

"  I  asked,  '  have  you  peace  ? '  *  Yes,  peace,  the  only 
anxiety  is  to  be  gone ;  but  God's  will  is  best,  that  is  the 
best  thing,  perfect  submission  to  his  will.'  As  the  outer 
man  decayed,  the  inner  man  grew  stronger ;  it  was  love 
and  faith  made  perfect,  which  had  cast  out  fear.  To  his 
dear  mother  he  said,  '  In  due  time  we  shall  meet  in 
Jesus ;  we  shall  see  him  as  he  is,  very  beautiful !  very 
beautiful ! ' 

*' Speaking  of  Christ,  he  said,  'It  would  be  ten  thou- 
sand times  better  to  be  with  him;  perhaps  I  may  see 
him  to-morrow.'  The  happy  calmness  of  tone  and  look 
with  which  he  expressed  himself  throughout,  was 
striking;  it  was  the  result  of  a  firm  conviction  of  the 
certainty  and  reality  of  the  truths  he  believed  and  the 
glory  he  anticipated.  It  was  as  if  he  were  speaking  of 
soon  joining  a  loved  parent  or  brother  on  earth,  only  his 
feelings  were  holier,  higher,  more  blessed. 

*****  During  this  last  day,  he  frequently  ex- 
claimed, *Lord,  why  tarriest  thou?  come.  Lord,'  but 
always  adding,  *  God's  wiU  be  done,'  or,  *  God's  time  is 
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best.'  Whilst  sitting  quietly  by  him,  he  exclaimed, 
'  How  happy !  If  it  please  God  I  may  sink  away  thus, 
it  will  be  a  great  mercy ! '  At  three  o'clock  of  this  last 
day,  he  said,  *  Oh  Lord !  gracious  Lord !  loving  Jesus ! 
how  gracious  he  is.  Oh,  let  me  go  to-day.  0  Lord, 
thou  knowest  best.  Are  there  two  or  three  hours  yet 
before  God  comes?     Pray  that  he  will  come.' 

*  *  "  He  had  for  the  last  two  days  and  nights,  fre- 
quently seemed  near  going,  so  that  even  now  I  scarcely 
knew  whether  he  might  not  linger  for  a  while,  though 
my  prayers  were  joined  with  his,  that  if  it  were  God's 
will  his  happy  soul  might  speedily  be  released.  I  heard 
him  faintly  saying  to  himself,  '  Jesus,  Jesus  must  be  first 
in  the  heart.'  *He  is  first  in  yours.'  'Yes,  he  is.'  They 
were  his  last  words.  I  felt  his  firm  grasp  of  my  hand 
relaxing,  his  pulse  was  gone ;  his  breathing  became  slow 
and  more  faint ;  I  sent  for  you  and  my  brother,  and  soon 
after  your  arrival,  he  gently  ceased  to  breathe,  and  was 
with  the  Saviour." 
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"All  bliss,  without  a  pang  to  clond  it! 

All  joy,  without  a  pain  to  shroud  it! 

Not  slain,  but  caught  up  as  it  were, 

To  meet  my  Saviour  in  the  air 
So  would  I  die ! 

Oh,  how  bright 

Were  the  realms  of  light. 

Bursting  at  once  upon  my  sight ! 

Even  so 

I  long  to  go. 

These  parting  hours,  how  sad  and  slow  I" 

His  voice  grew  faint,  and  fix'd  was  his  eye, 
As  if  gazing  on  visions  of  ecstacy  : 
The  hue  of  his  life  and  cheek  decayed, 
Around  his  mouth  a  sweet  smile  played  ;— 

They  look'd — he  was  dead! 

His  spirit  had  fled : 
Painless  and  swift  as  his  own  desire. 

The  soul  undress'd 

From  her  mortal  rest, 
And  stepp'd  in  her  car  of  heavenly  fire. 

And  proved  how  bright 

Were  the  realms  of  light, 

Bursting  at  once  upon  the  sight! — Edmrston'. 

His  biographer  observes,  "I  never  saw  a  more  decided 
instance  of  a  person  casting  away  his  own  righteousness, 
and  trampling  it  under  foot.     Christ  was  everything  to 
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Lim ;  while  tlie  breathings  of  his  soul  after  holiness  and 
sanctification  of  the  Spirit  were  intense  and  fervent.  To 
his  dependence  upon  his  Saviour's  merits  may  be  attri- 
buted, under  God,  his  uninterrupted  enjoyment  of  spirit- 
ual consolation  all  through  his  illness.  No  cloud  ever 
overcast  his  sky.  The  valley  was  irradiated  with  per- 
petual sunshine.  His  experience  seemed  to  stand  out  to 
view  as  a  living  elucidation  of  that  beautiful  passage — 
'  Thou  shalt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace  whose  mind  is 
stayed  on  Thee,  because  he  trusteth  in  thee.' 

"  On  awaking  after  a  long  sleep,  he  took  the  writer's 
hand,  and  grasping  it  tenderly,  said — '  I  feel  I  am  has- 
tening away  very  rapidly  to-day.  0,  that  blessed  Sa- 
viour !  How  I  love  him.  Preach  hmi  fervently,  Newman ! 
Speak  of  that  blessed  book.  I  must  have  more  of  it — 
read  some  chapters  in  John.'  ....  His  room  was 
always  beautifully  adorned  with  flowers,  continually  sent 
to  him  by  kind  friends  from  the  country,  in  the  arrange- 
ment of  which  he  took  much  interest.         *         *         * 

"  To  Mr.  P.,  who  expressed  his  surprise  at  witnessing 
such  composure,  he  replied — *  Confidence  in  Christ  con- 
veys vigor  to  my  heart.  Without  him  I  should  be  very 
weak.  Attribute  nothing  of  it  to  me.  The  man  who 
hopes  to  be  saved  by  his  own  works  will  have  very  little 
peace  of  mind.  He  must  think  of  himself  as  nothing; 
literally  worse  than  nothing.'  To  the  Agent  and  Secre- 
tary of  the  Temperance  Society,  who  told  him  how  deeply 
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he  would  be  regretted  in  the  town,  he  replied— 'I  wi.«h 
to  live  in  the  affectionate  remembrance  of  my  friends ; 
but  I  wish  them  to  have  the  same  enjoyment,  and  they 
can  only  have  it  by  seeking  Christ.  I  thought  to-day 
would  be  very  nearly  my  last ;  each  day  brings  with  it  a 
symptom  of  increasing  debility.  Study  that  magnificent 
book,  the  New  Testament.' 

"  In  conversation  with  his  family,  he  said,  '  How  can 
I  help  loving  Him  ?     I  seem  to  see  him  with  his  heavenly 
countenance  smiling  on  me  now.     He  has  pardoned  me, 
washed  me,  clothed  me,  is  preparing  mansions  for  me,— 
I  feel  I  could  not  rebel  against  him!     What  are  men 
about  when,  with  such  a  theme,  they  can  preach  such 
sermons  as  many  of  them  deliver !     There  are  not  only 
joys  to  come,  but  joys  in  this  world.     Having  Him  so 
near,  as  a  companion,  takes  from  us  evil  thoughts,  ambi- 
bition  and  avarice.     He  says,  '  If  ye  love  me,  keep  my 
commandments."     And  what   are  His   commandments? 
Not  grievous !     There  was  He  seeking  me  out  first,  and 
not  I  seeking  him  !    And  whence  came  this?     "  By  grace 
we  are  saved."     0,  think  of  Christ.     How  can  any  one 
think  of  himself?     Analyze  any  one  act  of  his  life,  how 
imperfect,  compared  with  this  pure  and  spotless  Being! 
But  Christ  says  though  it  is  so,  "though  your  sins  be  as 
scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow!"  and  he  has  for- 
given me,  and  clothed  me  with  the  robe  of  his  righteous- 
11 


122  REFLECTED  LIGHT. 

ness.     It  has  come  to  me  in  so  mysterious  a  manner.     T 
now  see  how  full  of  love  the  whole  Bible  is.  '=!«** 

"Mr.  H. — I  remember  once  thinking  it  folly  to  talk 
of  being  born  again.     We  knew  not  what  it  meant. 

"Dr.  G. — But  we  know  now.  It  is  the  strong  con- 
viction of  the  truth  of  Christianity  which  gives  me  peace 
and  blessedness.  It  has  so  changed  my  whole  nature. 
This  is  evidence. 

"  N. — John  Newton,  when  entangled  by  skepticism, 
resolved  to  test  the  truth  of  Christianity  by  seeking  the 
Divine  influence  promised  in  answer  to  prayer,  arguing 
that  if  religion  were  true,  the  result  of  such  seeking 
would  be  an  evidence  of  it. 

"  Dr.  Gr. — That  is  the  argument  which  weighs  with 
me.  No  mere  reason  of  man  could  have  written  that 
book.  Keason  may  find  fault  with  it,  but  could  not  have 
made  it.  0,  it  is  a  book  !  Read  every  word  of  it,  and 
believe  it  just  as  it  is. 

"  On  taking  leave  for  the  night,  he  said — *  Let  me  see 
a  great  deal  of  you.  Constant  talk  of  my  blessed  Saviour 
will  be  my  greatest  happiness.' 

*  *  *  "  By  his  own  request  the  Lord's  Supper  was 
again  administered  in  his  room.  The  beautiful  hymn  of 
Dr.  Watts  was  sung : 

*• '  There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain.' 
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"  At  the  close  of  the  service  the  well  known  hymn 
of  Toplady  was  sung,  *  Rock  of  ages,'  to  which  Dr.  Gor- 
don always  listened  with  great  interest At 

6  o'clock,  A.  M.,  it  was  evident,  from  the  sudden  change 
in  his  appearance,  that  his  end  was  at  length  rapidly  ap- 
proaching. 

'« E. — You'll  soon  be  in  heaven ! 

"  Dr.  G. — Yes,  and  you'll  follow  me,  and  I'll  welcome 
you.     We  all  hold  the  same  principles. 

"  E.  repeated  the  twenty-third  Psalm,  and  on  coming 
to  the  verse — *  Though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the 
shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil,  for  Thou  art  with 
me;  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me,' — Dr.  G. 
responded — '  Yes,  if  he  were  not  w^ith  me,  how  dark  it 
would  be  ! — but  it  is  all  light.' 

"  At  8  o'clock,  having  awaked  from  a  short  sleep,  he 
listened  with  deep  interest  to  some  of  Lavington's  *  Sac- 
ramental Meditations,'  on  the  love  of  Christ  in  first  invi- 
ting the  sinner  to  come  to  him  for  pardon,  and  then  call- 
ing that  soul  to  the  possession  of  heaven.  Passages  from 
the  close  of  Baxter's  Saint's  Rest  were  also  read.  Dr.  G. 
manifesting  in  his  beaming  countenance,  his  full  concur- 
rence, and  heartfelt  delight,  in  the  sentiments  expressed. 
This  was  especially  the  case  in  reference  to  the  following 
hymn  of  Toplady's— '  Triumph  over  Death : '  • 
"  '  Deathless  principle  arise.' 
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*  *  *  "  Sir  W.  L.  entering  the  room,  was  much 
shocked  to  witness  his  altered  appearance,  and  said— 
'  This  looks  like  a  defeat^  Gojdon,  but  it  is  a  victory.'  Dr. 
G.,  emphatically,  though  in  a  whisper — *  It  is  !'  Sir  W. 
— *  We  shall  often  think  of  you.'  Dr.  G. — 'Thank  youl' 
Sir.  W. — *  You  can  say — "  Thanks  be  to  God,  who  giveth 
us  the  victory."  '     Dr.  G. — 'Indeed  I  can.' 

"K— 

"  •  If  sin  be  pardoned,  I'm  secure, 
Death  has  no  sting  beside  ; 
The  law  gave  sin  its  damning  power, 
But  Christ  my  Saviour  died.' 

*  *  *  "  He  said, '  Repeat  that  about  the  great 
army,'  Mr.  Knight  replied — 'I  beheld,  and  lo,  a  great 
multitude,  which  no  man  could  number,  of  all  nations, 
and  kindreds,  and  people,  and  tongues,  stood  before  the 
throne,  and  before  the  Lamb,  clothed  with  white  robes, 
and  palms  in  their  hands,  and  cried  with  a  loud  voice, 
saying.  Salvation  to  our  God,  which  sitteth  upon  the  throne, 
and  unto  the  Lamb.'  The  author  added — 'What  are 
these  which  are  arrayed  in  white  robes,  and  whence  came 
they?  These  are  they  which  came  out  of  great  tribula- 
tion, and  have  washed  their  robes  and  made  them  white 
in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  Therefore  are  they  before  the 
throne  of  God,  and  serve  him  day  and  night  in  his  temple, 
and  he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall  dwell  among  them. 
They  shall    hunger  no  more,   neither  thirst   any  more, 
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neither  shall  the  sun  light  on  them,  nor  any  heat.  For 
the  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  feed 
them,  and  shall  lead  them  to  living  fountains  of  waters, 
and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes.' 

*  *  *  "He  then  took  a  most  tender  farewell  of 
his  afflicted  wife.  To  his  daughter,  who  bent  over  him 
in  great  distress,  he  said,  with  inexpressible  tenderness — 
'Bless  thee,  my  child!'  'You  love  me  still,  father?' 
*  Yes,  dearly.'  He  then  opened  his  hand,  which  had  now 
almost  lost  its  power  of  motion,  for  the  purpose  of  receiv- 
ing hers,  which  he  tenderly  pressed,  together  with  that 
of  the  writer.  This  was  the  last  act.  After  a  pause,  he 
said,  suddenly,  but  not  without  considerable  effort — 
'  Bring  them  all.'  .  .  .  Making  one  more  attempt, 
with  a  desperate  struggle — 'Everybody.'  These  were 
his  last  words.  They  were  an  evidence  how  fully  con- 
scious he  was  of  his  being  on  the  point  of  departure,  as 
well  as  a  final  and  striking  illustration  of  his  thoughtful 
regard  to  others.  ...  'It  was  indeed  a  solemn  sea- 
son !  Grief  itself  was  awed  into  silence  by  the  majesty 
of  death.  What  event  can  boast  such  dignity  ?  It  was 
the  exit  of  a  soul !  It  was  his  entrance  into  glory. 
Angels  were  there  waiting  to  be  the  escort.  The  Lord  of 
angels  himself  was  there.  .  .  .  We  felt,  as  we  watched 
the  departure  of  our  friend,  that,  to  use  his  own  beau- 
tiful words,  it  was  '  no  frightful  monster  by  his  bedside, 
but  that  benignant  Savioui'  waiting  to  receive  him.' 
11* 
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"  Increased  difficulty  of  breathing  was  the  only  dis- 
tressing symptom.  He  appeared  no  longer  conscious  of 
what  took  place  around  him.  He  gazed  upward,  as  in 
rapt  vision.  No  film  overspread  his  eyes.  They  beamed 
with  an  unwonted  lustre,  and  the  whole  countenance, 
losing  the  aspect  of  disease  and  pain  with  which  we  had 
been  so  long  familiar,  glowed  with  an  expression  of  inde- 
scribable rapture.  As  we  watched,  in  silent  wonder  and 
.praise,  his  features,  which  had  become  motionless,  sud- 
denly yielded  for  a  few  seconds  to  a .  smile  of  ecstacy, 
which  no  pencil  could  ever  depict,  and  which  none  who 
witnessed  it  can  ever  forget.  And  when  it  passed  away, 
still  the  whole  countenance  continued  to  beam  and  brighten, 
as  if  reflecting  the  glory  upon  which  he  was  gazing.  .  . 

.  ,  .  We  saw  as  much  as  mortal  eye  could  see  of  the 
entrance  of  a  soul  into  glory.  Nothing  more  could  have 
been  given  us,  but  the  actual  vision  of  the  separate  spirit 
and  its  angelic  convoy.  This  glorious  spectacle  lasted  for 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  increasing  in  interest  to  the 
last,  during  which  the  soul  seemed  pouring  itself  forth 
from  the  frail  tenement  which  had  imprisoned  it,  into  the 
embrace  of  its  Lord.  The  breathing  now  became  shorter 
and  shorter — then,  after  a  long  pause,  one  last,  gentle 
heaving  of  the  chest — and  without  a  struggle,  the  soul 
had  fled. 

"Was  this  dying?  All  present  felt  that  their  de- 
parted friend   had   never   been   so   emphatically  alive. 
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.  .  .  There  was  grief,  but  no  gloom  in  that  cham- 
ber. The  glory  of  heaven  seemed  to  illumine  it.  The 
sun  had  gone  down  while  it  was  yet  day,  in  full  radiance, 
without  a  cloud,  and  the  reflection  still  rested  on  those 
who  had  watched  its  setting. 

"  It  was  rather  a  translation  than  a  death.  '  He  was 
not,  for  God  took  him.'  * 
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He  shall  so  hear  the  solemn  hymn  that  Death 

Has  lifted  up  for  all,  that  he  shall  go 

To  his  long  resting  place  without  a  tear. — Longfellow. 

*'  They  bid  us  do  the  work  which  they  laid  down — 
Take  up  the  song  where  they  broke  off  the  strair  ; 
So  journeying  till  we  reach  the  heavenly  home, 
Where  we  laid  up  our  treasure  and  our  crown, 
And  our  lost  loved  ones  will  be  found  again." 

*'  His  clear,  happy  faith  shone  out  amid  his  weakness 
as  unclouded  as  ever.  'What  a  comfort  it  is,'  he  said  to 
them,  'not  to  have  to  seek  salvation  now;  I  can  enjoy  a 
salvation  found!  I  know  whom  I  have  believed.  The 
gospel  is  a  reality.  I  find  it  to  be  so  now.'  And  again, 
after  an  interval,  '  Salvation  sought  is  with  fear  and  trem- 
bling ;  salvation  found  is  always  ready !  .  .  .  That 
is  a  noble  testimony  of  St.  Paul's — "I  know  whom  I 
have  believed,  and  am  persuaded  He  is  able  to  keep  that 
which  I  have  committed  to  Him  until  the  day  of  Christ."  ' 
Then  turning  to  his  wife,  '  We  ought  to  have  testimony 
to  the  truth  of  His  promises.'  She  asked  what  message 
she  should  send  to  Falshall  ?  '  Say  I  am  very  happy  in 
God's  love.' 

"A  playful  cheerfulness  mingled  with  his  deep  solid 
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joy  and  his  bodily  sufferings.  'I  have  so  many  mercies 
I  ought  to  be  full  of  praise.  How  easy  love  makes  every- 
thing when  we  know  the  love  of  God !  This  is  a  sweet 
direction,  "In  everything  give  thanks,  for  this  is  the  will 
of  God  in  Christ  Jesus  concerning  you."  ' 

"During  the  night,  the  text  Isaiah  xxvi.  3  was  read 
to  him — '  Because  he  trusteth  in  Thee  !  That  is,  the  Lord 
delights  to  honor  confidence  in  him.  What  a  God  he  is 
to  trust  in  ! ' 

*  *  *  "  After  a  restless  night,  he  called  his  youngest 
daughter  to  him  and  said,  'I  will  give  you  a  text — "The 
I^ord  is  my  keeper,  the  shade  upon  my  right  hand  !  He 
keeps  us  from  all  the  most  subtle  temptations  of  the 
enemy!  "What  a  Deliverer  he  is ! "  ....  "The 
visions  of  glory  have  been  quite  indescribable."  "Eye 
hath  not  seen  nor  ear  heard,  neither  hath  it  entered  the 
heart  of  man  to  conceive  the  good  things  God  hath  pre- 
pared for  them  that  hve  him."  All  the  images  of  Reve- 
lation fall  far  short  of  the  reality.'         *         *         * 

"To  his  medical  attendant,  'You  have  had  a  trouble- 
some office,  Mr.  D ;  but  it  is  nearly  over  now.'     'No, 

sir;  you  have  had  the  trouble  and  the  suffering.'  'No- 
thing compared  with  my  deservings.  I  find  all  my  prin- 
ciples confirmed  by  my  last  hours.  I  have  believed  in 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  he  supports  me  now.  I  com- 
mend him  to  you,  my  dear  sir,  as  an  only  and  complete 
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Saviour.  You  have  done  all  you  could  for  my  poor 
body;   it  is  right  that  I  should  commend  Christ  to  you,' 

"He  thought  much  about  his  people  arid  the  school 
children,  and  wished  them  to  have  copies  of  the  'Sin- 
ner's Friend.' 

*  *  *  "  *  I  do  not  know  how  to  do  without  a  kiss 
from  my  little  ones,  when  I  know  they  are  not  far  off. 
They  will  forget  their  grandpapa.'     'No,  dear  father; 

little  F often  prays  for  her  grandpapa.'     'God  bless 

her  and  give  her  more  grace  than  her  grandpapa  and  less 
suffering.  Yet,  perhaps,  this  is  hardly  a  legitimate  prayer 
for  a  child;  suffering  is  so  needful  for  growth  in  grace.' 

"  Before  his  brother  and  sister  returned,  the  latter  had 
a  parting  interview.  'The  great  thing  in  life,'  he  said, 
*is  to  seek  each  other's  spiritual  benefit.  Remember 
that,  dear  Katharine,  for  yourself  and  your  children. 
Seek  to  glorify  Christ  yourself,  and  seek  that  your  children 
may  glorify  him.'  *  Your  prayers  for  them,  dear  brother, 
are  a  great  comfort  to  me.'  He  answered  with  peculiar 
solemnity,  '  No  prayer  is  lost;  they  are  lasting  and  living 
things.  It  is  a  wonderful  thought,  that  no  prayer  is  lost. 
They  ever  live;  they  are,  as  it  were,  inserted  around  the 
throne  of  God ;  and  when  God  looks  around,  he  sees  the 
prayers  of  his  people,  covered  with  the  sacred  incense  of 
a  Saviour  s  intercession.' 

"  When  the  Ixiii.  Psalm  was  read  to  him,  he  asked 
for  Ptalm  cxxx.     When  it  was  finished,  he  said,  '  Beau- 
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tiful  it  is !     That  is  your  father's  only  ground  of  confi- 
dence.* 

" '  How  truly  this  is  called  the  body  of  our  humilia- 
tion. Well,  it  is  sown  in  corruption,  it  shall  be  raised  in 
incorruption ;  it  is  sown  a  natural  body,  it  shall  be  raised 
a  spiritual  body.  "  Precious  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  is 
the  death  of  his  saints."  ' 

"  I  told  him  that  Merle  d' Aubigne  sent  his  affectionate 
Christian  remembrance.  '  Tell  him,  from  me,'  he  an- 
swered, after  a  short  pause  to  collect  his  thoughts,  '  my 
heart  is  with  him  and  the  dear  foreign  brethren,  and  I 
hope  the  Lord  will  bless  them  greatly  in  their  efforts  to 
spread  his  truth  among  the  foreign  churches.' 

"  '  All  that  patience  and  love  can  do,  I  have  both  from 
children  and  nurses.'  Soon  after,  he  said  to  me  as  I  was 
standing  by  him,  and  they  were  the  last  words  I  heard 
from  his  lips — '  I  have  been  thinking  much  of  that  blessed 
promise,  "  Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled :  ye  believe  in 
God,  believe  also  in  me."  Believing  in  Jesus  is  the 
greatest  comfort.  We  must  try  to  be  better  ministers. 
The  good  of  the  people  is  the  great  thing ;  all  beside  is  a 
passing  dream.* 

"  No  murmur  ever  escaped  his  lips,  though  his  suffer- 
ing, from  various  causes,  was  great  and  distressing.  Each 
of  those  who  helped  to  wait  on  him  had  some  word  of 
counsel  or  of  comfort.  To  one  he  said,  '  There  are  only 
two  wavs;   mind  you  choose  the  right  way.* 
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*  *  *  *'A  shade  of  deeper  awe  seemed  to  pass 
over  his  countenance,  which,  presently  was  lighted  up 
with  an  expression  of  radiant  joy.  The  breathing  was 
noiseless,  the  eye  grew  brighter  and  brighter,  till  at 
length  the  breath  parted  and  returned  no  more.  The 
light  still  lingered  in  his  eye,  and  those  who  watched 
around  his  pillow  scarcely  knew  the  moment  of  his  de- 
parture, when  his  spirit  forsook  the  body  to  be  *  at  home 
with  the  Lord.'  " 
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"Should  not  the  exile,  Lord,  desire 
His  own  sweet  realm  to  see  ? 
The  brido  to  greet  her  absent  lord: 
The  prisoner  to  be  free?" 


••  Scenes  seraphic,  high  and  glorious, 

Now  forbid  his  longer  stay — 
See  him  rise  o'er  death  victorious, 

Angels  beckon  him  away. 
Hark,  the  golden  harps  are  ringing, 

Sounds  unearthly  fill  the  air; 
Millions  now  in  heaven  singing, 

Greet  his  joyful  entrance  there." 


"  Without  a  sigh, 
A  change  of  feature  or  a  shaded  smile. 
He  gave  his  hand  to  the  stern  messenger, 
And  as  a  glad  child  seeks  his  father's  house, 
Went  home." 

"  It  is  said  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Judson,  '  No  other  word 
would  so  well  express  his  feelings  as  that  one  of  his  own 
choosing,  "  Peace.' "  He  remained  calm  and  serene, 
speaking  of  himself  daily,  as  a  great  sinner,  who  had 
been  overwhelmed  with  benefits,  and  declaring  that  he 
had  never  in  his  life  before,  had  such  delightful  views  of 
12 
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the  unfathomable  love  and  infinite  condescension  of 
the  Saviour,  as  were  now  daily  opening  before  him. 
'  Oh,  the  love  of  Christ !  the  love  of  Christ ! '  he  would 
suddenly  exclaim  while  his  eye  kindled,  and  the  tears 
chased  each  other  down  his  cheeks ;  '  we  cannot  under- 
stand it  now,  but  what  a  beautiful  study  for  eternity. 

"'Lying  here  on  my  bed,'  he  remarked,  on  another 
occasion,  '  when  I  could  not  talk,  I  have  had  such  views 
of  the  loving  condescension  of  Christ  and  the  glories  of 
heaven,  as  I  believe  are  seldom  granted  to  mortal  man.' 

"  He  remarked  previous  to  his  death,  '  I  am  not  tired 
of  my  work,  neither  am  I  tired  of  the  world,  yet  when 
Christ  calls  me  home,  I  shall  go  with  the  gladness  of  a 
boy  bounding  away  from  his  school.  Perhaps  I  feel 
something  like  the  young  bride,  when  she  contemplates 
resigning  the  pleasant  associations  of  her  childhood  for 
a  yet  dearer  home — though  only  a  very  little  like  her — 
for  there  is  no  doubt  resting  upon  my  future  f  '  '  Then 
death  would  not  take  you  by  surprise,'  I  remarked.  .  . 
'  Oh,  no,'  he  said,  '  death  will  never  take  me  by  surprise — 
do  not  be  afraid  of  that,  I  feel  so  strong  in  Christ.  He 
has  not  led  me  so  tenderly  thus  far,  to  forsake  me  at  the 
very  gate  of  heaven.  No,  no,  I  am  willing  to  live  a  few 
years  longer,  if  it  should  be  so  ordered,  and,  if  other- 
wise, I  am  willing  and  glad  to  die  now.  I  leave  myself 
entirely  in  the  hands  of  God  to  be  disposed  of  according 
to  his  will.' 
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*'  *  The  moment  of  the  going  out  of  life,'  writes  Mr. 
Ranney,  'was  indicated  only  by  his  ceasing  to  breathe. 
A  gentle  pressure  of  the  hand  growing  more  and  more 
feeble  as  life  waned,  showed  the  peacefulness  of  the  spirit 
about  to  take  its  heavenward  flight.'  '* 
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Lo,  he  beckons  from  on  high 
Fearless  to  his  presence  fly ; 
Thine  the  merit  of  his  blood, 
Thine  the  righteousness  of  God! 
Angels  joyful  to  attend, 
Hovering  round  thy  pillow  bend ; 
"Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given. 
And  escort  thee  quick  to  heaven ! 

Shudder  not  to  pass  the  stream, 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  him. 
Him  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Stilled  its  tossing,  hushed  its  roar ; 
Safe  in  the  expanded  v/ave, 
Gentle  as  a  summer's  eve ; 
Not  one  object  of  his  care 
Ever  suffered  shipwreck  there. 

See  the  haven  full  in  view. 

Love  divine  shall  bear  thee  through ; 

Trust  to  that  propitious  gale. 

Weigh  thy  anchor,  spread  thy  sail! 

Saints  in  glory  perfect  made, 

Wait  thy  passage  through  the  shade : 

Ardent  for  thy  coming  o'er. 

See,  they  throng  the  blissful  shore ! 

Such  the  prospects  that  arise, 

To  the  dying  Christian's  eyes, 

Such  the  glorious  vista  faith, 

Opens  through  the  shades  of  death. — Topladt. 
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There  is  a  vast  and  vital  difference  betwixt  the  Chris- 
tian and  the  mere  religionist,  though  the  two  are  so  often 
confounded.  Each  revolves  around  his  own  centre.  The 
religionist's  centre  is  self;  hence  his  cheerless  gloom. 
The  Christian's  centre  is  Christ;  hence  his  light  and 
genial  warmth.  In  these  two  circles  Mr.  Hewitson  suc- 
cessively moved.         *         *         *         *  *         >k 

Dr.  Payson  has  supposed  the  various  classes  of  Chris- 
tians to  be  ranged  in  different  concentric  circles  round 
Christ  as  their  common  centre,  ''  Some,"  he  says,  "  value 
the  presence  of  their  Saviour  so  highly  that  they  cannot 
bear  to  be  at  any  remove  from  him.  Even  their  work 
they  will  bring  up  and  do  it  in  the  light  of  his  counte- 
nance, and  while  engaged  in  it,  will  be  seen  constantly 
raising  their  eyes  to  him,  as  if  fearful  of  losing  one  beam 
of  his  light.  Others,  who,  to  be  sure,  would  not  be  con- 
tent to  live  out  of  his  presence,  are  yet  less  wholly 
absorbed  by  it  than  these,  and  may  be  seen  a  little  further 
off,  engaged  here  and  there  in  their  various  callings, 
their  eyes  generally  upon  their  work,  but  often  looking 
up  for  the  light  which  they  love.  A  third  class  beyond 
these,  but  yet  within  the  life-giving  rays,  includes  a 
doubtful  multitude,  many  of  whom  are  so  much  engaged 
in  their  worldly  schemes  that  they  may  be  seen  standing 
sideways  to  Christ,  looking  mostly  the  other  way,  and 
only  now  and  then  turning  their  faces  towards  the  light. 
12* 
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In  the  innermost  concentric  circle  Mr.  Hewitson  now 
took  his  stand." 

"  From  the  time,"  writes  his  earliest  friend,  "that  he 
was  brought  clearly  to  see  Christ  as  his,  '  all  in  all,'  his 
soul  was  filled  with  his  glory  as  a  present  Saviour  and 
ever-loving  Friend;  his  communion  with  him  became 
more  like  that  of  one  friend  with  another,  who  are 
personally  near,  than  of  a  distant  correspondence.  His 
holy  ambition  was  to  follow  the  Lord  fully.  'A  blessing 
it  is  beyond  every  other,'  are  his  own  expressive  words 
at  this  period ;  '  to  have  an  ear  deaf  to  the  world's  music, 
but  all  awake  to  the  voice  of  Him  who  "  is  chief  among 
ten  thousand  and  altogether  lovely."' 

His  ministry  was  now  drawing  near  a  close.  There 
is  an  affecting  pathos  in  the  following  notes.  He  was 
preparing  for  what  proved  to  be  his  last  communion. 

•'  DiRLETON,  February  18,  1850. 
"To  THE  Eev.  J.  DODDS: — 

"  My  Dear  Brotheb,  : — My  health  seems  to  be  speedily 
declining.  Sometimes  my  heart  bounds  with  joy  at  the 
thought  of  being  soon  present  with  the  Lord.  Never- 
theless, I  should  rather  labor  on  earth  amidst  hardship 
and  trial  for  a  while  longer,  if  only  the  Lord  had  any 
end  to  serve  by  me  here  still.         *         *         *         * 

*  *  "Like  a  wounded  soldier  in  the  camp  of  Jesus, 
I  must  retire,  at  least  for  the  time  mentioned,  from  the 
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field.     The  cold  of  this  winter  seems  to  have  helped  me 
well  forward  on  my  way  to  the  valley,  which,  though 
dark  is  not  dreary  or  dreadful  to  the  disciples  of  Jesus. 
"  Yours  very  affectionately, 

"W.  H.  Hewitson." 

Our  visit  that  week  to  Dirleton  we  shall  not  soon  for- 
get. The  reader  may  gather  the  impression  left  by  it 
from  the  following  jottings  taken  down  at  the  time. 

"  March  6. — We  went  to  Dirleton  at  four  ;  found  dear 
Hewitson  very  feeble  indeed — more  so  than  he  has  ever 
been;  seems  to  anticipate  the  possibility  of  his  departure 
within  a  month ;  is  quite  happy  in  the  Lord. 

"March  7. — Had  much  conversation  to-day;  our  dear 
brother  very  animated  and  all  his  words  fragrant.  Spoke 
again  and  again  on  the  necessity  of  looking,  not  at  our  faith, 
but  at  Christ — at  the  person  of  Christ ;  this  gave  peace 
and  joy,  but  faith  is  a  very  poor  thing  to  look  at ;  nothing 
but  a  broken  reed  piercing  him  who  leans  on  it.    *    * 

"  '  Who  am  I,'  exclaimed  Luther  on  witnessing  the  un- 
murmuring patience  of  one  of  the  Reformation  worthies 
under  the  endurance  of  intense  physical  agony.  'Who 
am  I,  a  wordy  preacher,  in  comparison  with  this  great 
doer?'  The  calm  triumph  of  a  deeply  tried  sufferer  is 
now  to  be  witnessed  in  Mr.  Hewitson. 

"'I  am  better  acquainted,'  he  said,  'with  Jesus  than 
with  any  friend  I  have  on  earth.'     The  words  convey 
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the  very  impression  made  by  Hs  whole  conversation  and 
appearance.  He  looked  like  one  sitting  at  the  feet,  and 
listening  to  the  words  of  a  tender  and  compassionate 
human  friend.  And  yet  there  was  no  unholy  fami- 
liarity. 

*  ^  *  "He  speaks  with  quiet,  peaceable  assurance  of 
his   departure.     Truly   he  seems   filled   with   the    Holy 
Ghost,  and   already  is   enjoying   immediate  communion^- 
with  the  Father,  and  with  his  Son  Jesus  Christ." 

Ere  we  follow  him  to  Dirleton,  we  linger  a  moment  over 
the  scene  at  Bruntsfield. 

Eajahgopaul,  whose  memory  is  so  fragrant  in  Scot- 
land, because  of  his  gifts  and  his  graces,  had  during  these 
two  monihs  sojourned  under  the  same  hospitable  roof. 
In  a  letter  to  India  dated  a  day  after  their  separation 
the  youthful  missionary  thus  wrote. 

•'  Edinburg,  May  22,  1850. 
"  Lady  F.  is  away  to-day  on  an  errand  of  mercy,  on 
the  work  of  a  ministering  angel,  to  watch  over  poor, 
dying  Mr.  Hewitson  at  Dirleton.  He  stayed  with  us  at 
Bruntsfield  Lodge  for  more  than  nine  weeks.  The  doc- 
tors gave  up  all  hope  of  his  recovery  ;  so  he  returned  to 
his  parish  to  testify  of  Christ  in  his  last  hours.  He  has 
lived  much,  very  much  to  God  and  near^God.  The  truth 
of  the  prophet  was  never  perhaps  more  fully  exemplified 
than  in  him:  '  Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace  whose 
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mind  is  stayed  on  tliee,  because  he  trustetli  in  tliee.' 
He  looked  to  all  of  us  more  like  one  that  had  stepped 
down  from  the  mansions  of  our  Father  in  heaven,  than 
one  going  to  them." 

We  visited  Dirleton  on  Thursday,  23d  of  May.  He  was 
on  the  sofa,  with  his  Bible.  "  I  have  learned  one  lesson," 
said  he,  "by  reading  the  Word  in  my  illness.  I  see  that 
even  when  I  preached  with  what  I  felt  to  be  some  mea- 
sure of  tenderness,  I  scarcely  knew  what  Christ's  tender- 
ness was.  The  Bible,"  he  added,  "gives  not  only  the 
mind  of  God,  but  his  heart.  It  is  the  latter  exhibited  to 
men  which  draws  and  wins.  If  I  could  preach  now,  I 
think  I  should  be  far  more  tender." 

This  is  a  remarkable  testimony  from  such  a  man.  His 
tenderness  had  been  all  along  his  most  marked  charac- 
teristic. And  yet  now  he  felt  as  if  he  had  never  known 
what  it  is  to  weep  over  souls. 

Left,  like  Pay  son,  whom  in  many  respects  he  so  much 
resembled,  "a  mere  wreck  of  being,"  he  endured  for  a 
period  of  two  months  the  most  distressing  bodily  suffer- 
ing. Like  Payson  he  suffered  in  silence.  But  he  was 
not  silent  in  telling  of  the  Lord's  abiding  faithfulness: 
his  "tongue  sang  aloud  of  his  righteousness." 

"Meditate  much  on  the  love  of  Christ,"  he  was  often 
saying  to  those  about  him.     "It  is  a  wonderful  love.     I 
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love  him  with  my  whole  heart.  I  long  to  be  with  my 
Beloved." 

On  another  occasion  he  remarked,  "  I  have  seen  fur- 
ther down  of  late  into  the  depths  of  His  amazing  love 
than  ever  I  saw  before.  It  is  surely  a  grievous  thing  to 
doubt;  it  is  most  dishonoring  to  the  Lord." 

One  day  at  table,  after  drinking  a  tumbler  of  cold 
water,  he  said,  "  What  a  beautiful  emblem."  Then  dwell- 
ing upon  each  word  with  evident  delight,  he  slowly  re- 
peated, "  He  showed  me  a  pure  river  of  life,  clear  as 
crystal,  proceeding  out  of  the  throne  of  God  and  tlie 
Lamb."  "When  we  reach  that  river,"  said  a  friend  who 
was  present,  "there  will  be  an  end  of  all  our  weariness 
and  languor."  "And  what  is  far  better,"  rejoined  Mr. 
Hewitson,  "an  end  of  the  possibility  of  sinning." 

"The  righteousness  of  Christ  is  my  stay.  That  sus- 
tained me  in  Madeira,  in  the  midst  of  persecution  and 
difficulties ;  it  has  sustained  me  through  all  my  ministry, 
and  it  sustains  me  now."  "It  is  a  great  privilege," 
remarked  his  friend,  "to  be  enabled  to  bear  the  testi- 
mony you  now  do."  "And  a  humbling  thing,"  replied 
Mr.  Hewitson ;  "  the  more  grace,  the  more  self-empty- 
ing." 

"  I  fear  you  are  much  weaker  to-day,"  said  one  of  his 
elders  who  came  in  to  see  him,  "  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  but 
I  can  lean  on  the  Everlasting  Arm.  I  find  it  the  same 
now,  when  entering  the  dark  valley,  that  I  said  it  was 
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in  the  pulpit.  It  is  on  that  Arm  that  I  long  to  see  every 
member  of  the  congregation  resting.  I  loved  my  Por- 
tuguese in  Madeira  so  much,"  he  proceeded  to  say,  "that 
I  thought  I  could  never  be  equally  attached  to  another 
congregation,  but  I  feel  now  that  I  am  as  much  attached 
to  Dirleton." 

The  biographer  of  Pay  son  observes,  that,  "prayer  was 
eminently  the  business  of  his  life."  The  same  may  be 
said  of  Hewitson.  "My  heart,"  was  his  meek  testimony 
one  day  in  the  midst  of  severe  bodily  suffering,  "is  ever 
above  with'  Jesus."  At  frequent  intervals  in  conversa- 
tion, his  soul  seemed  to  be  lifting  up  itself  in  silent  prayer. 
The  effect  was  that  peculiar  heavenliness  which  sat  upon 
him  continually. 

"Once  I  overheard  him  in  prayer,"  writes  Theodorus 
of  Martin  Luther,  "but  oh !  with  what  life  and  spirit  did 
he  pray !  It  was  with  as  much  reverence  as  if  he  were 
in  the  felt  presence  of  God,  yet  with  as  much  confidence 
as  if  he  had  been  speaking  to  a  friend."  Such  it  may  be 
gathered  was  Mr.  Hewitson' s  secret  praying. 

The  expectation  of  success  he  continued  to  the  last  to 
regard  as  not  the  least  weighty  element  in  his  own  suc- 
cessful ministry.  President  Edwards  observes,  in  his  life 
of  Brainerd,  that  his  history  shows  us  the  right  way  to 
succoss  in  the  work  of  the  ministry.  "He  sought  it  as  a 
resolute  soldier  seeks  a  victory  in  a  siege  or  battle,  or  as 
a  man  that  runs  a  race  for  a  great  prize." 
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*  *  *  "I  shall  soon  be  in  the  presence  of  Jesus." 
"What  a  change  it  will  be  from  this  sad  struggle,"  re- 
joined his  friend.  "Yes,  yes,"  he  said  quickly,  as  if 
anxious  to  correct  a  false  impression,  "  but  it  is  not  for 
that  I  wish  it.  I  am  willing  to  bear  all  this  from  my 
Father.  It  is  working  for  good.  I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 
— to  be  holy  as  God  is  holy ;  that  is  what  I  long  for." 

At  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  of  Monday,  the  29th 
of  July,  he  became  suddenly  worse.  A  paroxysm  more 
severe  than  any  he  had  yet  suffered,  seemed  to  threaten 
almost  immediate  dissolution.  The  paroxysm  after  a  few 
hours  passed,  but  left  him  so  oppressed  that  he  could  no 
longer  lie  in  bed,  but  was  obliged  to  sit  up  in  it  almost 
in  a  direct  position. 

During  the  rest  of  the  week  he  lingered  on  in  the  same 
exhausted  state,  suffering  at  intervals  great  agony,  but 
waiting  patiently  for  his  change.  One  morning,  about 
two,  he  said  to  his  sister,  "Oh !  was  not  that  a  wonderful 
thing,  the  agony  which  Jesus  suffered  in  his  body  for  our 
sins.  And  that  agony  was  only  an  index  of  what  he  suf- 
fered in  his  soul."  The  dying  love  of  Christ  seemed  to 
be  filling  his  whole  heart. 

At  the  end  of  the  week,  as  a  friend  was  taking  leave, 
and  was  referring  to  his  great  sufferings,  he  said,  "  The 
Lord  has  never  forsaken  me,  and  he  never  will — never. 
It  is  the  best,  the  kindest,  the  most  fatherly  way.  Faith 
receives  it  now;  sight  shall  soon  behold  it." 
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The  next  three  days  his  sufferings  continued  unabated. 
On  the  Tuesday  afternoon  they  were  agonizing.  But  the 
Lord  gave  him  grace  to  endure.  Towards  evening  the 
pain  was  relieved.  At  length,  about  midnight,  lifting 
himself  up  in  bed,  he  raised  his  hands  and  eyes  in  prayer: 
"Oh,  my  people!"  he  cried.  These  were  his  last  words. 
A  few  minutes  afterwards  he  calmly  fell  asleep.  It  was 
on  the  7th  of  August,  1850. — Extracts  from''  Iltwitsons 
Life.'' — Rev,  John  Baillie, 
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Look  upward  to  your  native  skies ! 
Arise  and  claim  your  rich  reward, 
And  share  the  triumphs  of  your  Lord. 
Behold  the  promised  golden  throne, — 
The  conquering  palm,  the  unfading  crown ! 
And  more  than  all — that  beaming  eye, 
Whose  glance  is  love  and  ecstacy ! 
But  lo !  what  sudden  splendors  beaming 
O'er  heaven's  illumined  arch  are  streaming, 
What  hues  of  varied  beauty  blending, 
What  fair  celestial  towers  descending ! 

0  Salem  !    city  of  our  God  ! 

The  saints' — the  martyrs'  blest  abode, — 

1  see  thy  gates  of  pearl  unfold, 

I  see  thy  streets  of  burnished  gold ; 
I  see  thy  towers  in  crystal  shine ! 
Meet  temple  for  a  King  Divine. — Dale. 


Innumerable  choirs  before  the  shining  throne,  -u 

Their  joyful  anthems  raise,  % 

Till  heaven's  glad  halls  are  echoing  with  the  tone 
Of  that  great  hymn  of  praise. 

And  all  its  host  rejoices. 

And  all  its  blessed  throng 
Unite  their  myriad  voices 
In  one  eternal  song. 

J.  M.  Meypat,  1634.  | 

I 
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"  •  It  is  much,'  he  wrote,  that  the  High  and  Holy  One 
who  inhabiteth  eternity,  should  vouchsafe  to  interfere 
on  our  behalf  on  any  subject,  but  when  we  read  of  the 
condescension  of  Jesus,  in  whom  all  the  fullness  of  the 
God-head  dwelleth  bodily,  we  are  emboldened  to  ask 
much,  and  to  expect  much,  trusting  in  Omnipotence.' 

"  Such  was  the  spirit  which  animated  his  cheerful  and 
active  piety.  No  gloomy  foreboding  as  to  a  dark  and  * 
unknown  future — no  dread  of  the  King  of  Terrors — no 
doubt  as  to  his  acceptance  in  Christ,  obscured  his  setting 
sun.  In  the  same  letter  written  within  six  weeks  of  his 
departure,  being  then  in  good  health,  he  thus  affection- 
ately addresses  his  eldest  son  in  London,  as  if  anticipa- 
ting that  his  years  were  numbered. 

"  '  This  is  the  last  day  of  the  year,  and  the  last  letter  I 
shall  write  this  year.  My  life  has  been  wonderfully  pre- 
served, much  beyond  the  ordinary  course  of  nature. 
Goodness  and  mercy  have  followed  me  all  the  days  of  my 
life,  and,  without  a  shadow  of  boasting,  I  can  add,  I 
shall  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  forever.  May  the 
blessing  of  God  Almighty  rest  on  you  and  yours.'     *     * 

"It  was  the  gracious  will  of  his  heavenly  Father  that 
he  should  be  spared  the  pain  of  a  protracted  illness. 
But  there  were  many  things  which  combined  to  make  his 
last  days,  and  weeks,  and  months,  a  testimony  to  the 
strength  of  that  assured  faith  which  bore  him  onwards 
and  upwards  to  the  heavenly  mansions. 
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"Part  of  one  of  his  closing  addresses,  'I  am  crucified 
with  Christ !  I  died  in  his  death— ^I  rose  in  his  resurrec- 
tion. I  live,  yet  not  I ;  Christ  liveth  in  me.  Not  I  a 
poor,  wretched  rebel,  whose  foundation  is  in  the  dust, 
who  dwell  in  a  cottage  of  clay.  It  is  I,  the  disciple  of 
Christ,  the  member  of  Christ's  body,  who  look  forward 
to  the  "glorious  inheritance,  incorruptible  and  undefiled, 
and  which  fadeth  not  away,"  when  this  vile  body  shall 
be  fashioned  like  unto  Christ's  glorious  body,  when  I 
shall  have  done  with  sin,  when  I  shall  have  done  with 
sorrow,  when  I  shall  have  done  with  every  thing  that 
could  interrupt  my  communion  with  Christ,  and  when 
beyond  the  utmost  bounds  of  the  everlasting  hills,  I  shall 
lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  singing  the  song  of  Moses  and 
the  Lamb,  "  unto  Him  that  loved  me,  and  washed  me 
from  my  sins  in  His  own  blood,  unto  Him  be  glory  both 
now  and  forever,  Amen.'  " 

"On  Tuesday,  the  fourth  of  February,  he  became 
worse,  but  although  suffering  much  pain,  he  was  wheeled 
into  the  drawing-room,  and  in  the  evening  prayed  as 
usual  with  his  family.  The  twenty-first  chapter  of  the 
Apocalypse  was  read  in  course  by  his  youngest  son,  and 
his  whole  prayer  had  reference  to  the  bright  and  glorious 
city,  with  its  streets  of  gold,  its  walls  of  jasper,  and  its 
gates  of  pearl.  He  seemed  about  to  close,  when,  as  if 
unable  to  let  go  his  hold,  he  once  more  began,  and 
prayed  most  fervently  that  all  his  family,  his  children 
and  his  children's  children,  might  meet  together  in  the 
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new  Jerusalem,  and  unite  in  the  song  of  Moses  and  the 
Lamb.  It  was  not  then  imagined  that  he  had  himself 
really  entered  the  dark  flowing  river,  and  was  about  to 
enter  into  the  joy  of  his  Lord.  But  his  prayers  were 
*  ended.'  It  was  the  last  of  these  supplications,  rich  in 
spiritual  grace  and  unction,  which  always  so  eminently 
marked  the  closeness  of  his  union  with  God.  From  the 
foot-stool  of  the  throne  of  grace,  he  was  removed  to  his 
bed,  from  which  he  was  not  again  to  rise. 

"  On  Friday,  a  passage  of  Scripture  being  repeated  to 
him,  at  a  time  when  it  was  uncertain  whether  he  was 
unable  to  listen,  he  raised  himself  a  little  and  distinctly 
repeated  *  when  Christ  who  is  our  life,  shall  appear,  then 
we  shall  appear  with  him  in  glory.'  ...  *  To  depart 
and  be  with  Christ  is  far  better.'  .  .  ,  *I  shall  be 
satisfied  when  I  awake  with  his  likeness.'  .  .  About 
an  hour  before  his  departure,  his  devoted  wife  said,  *  You 
are  going  to  Jesus.  How  hapj^y  you  will  be  soon.'  A 
vivid  smile  lighted  up  his  countenance  with  the  expres- 
sion of  ineffable  joy,  as  he  emphatically  said,  '  Oh, 
yes.'  .  .  For  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  his  breath- 
ing was  rather  difficult.  He  then  became  quite  calm. 
His  pulse  beat  almost  to  the  last  minute,  and  his  face 
was  suff'used  with  color.  Then,  in  the  presence  of  his 
family,  he  drew  the  last  soft  breath,  and,  in  an  instant, 
the  shadow  of  death  passed  over  his  countenance,  and 
his  ransomed  spirit  entered  the  joy  of  his  Lord.*^ 
13* 
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0,  GRANDEST  gift  of  the  Creator, — 0,  lapgess  worthy  of  a  God. 
Who  shall  grasp  that  thrilling  thought,  life  and  joy  forever? 
For  the  sun  in  Heaven's  heaven  is  Love  that  cannot  change, 
And  the  shining  of  that  sun  is  life  to  all  beneath  its  beams : 
Who  shall  arrest  it  in  the  firmament,  or  drag  it  from  its  sphere  ? 
Or  bid  its  beauty  smile  no  more,  but  be  extinct  forever  ? 
Yea,  where  God  hath  given  none  shall  take  away, 
Nor  build  up  limits  to  his  love,  nor  bid  his  bounty  cease; 
Wide  as  space  is  peopled,  endless  as  the  empire  of  heaven, 
The  river  of  the  water  of  life  floweth  on  in  majesty  forever. 

TUPPEE. 

"  When  I  arrived  at  the  residence  of  our  late  friend, 
Mr.  Daniel  Murray,  I  found  him  apparently  dying.  He 
had  arranged  all  his  affairs,  talked  in  the  most  cheerful, 
consoling  manner  to  his  family  and  friends,  and  sent  mes- 
sages of  affectionate  regard  to  those  who  were  absent. 
He  received  me  with  great  animation,  and  a  smile  that 
showed  he  was  filled  with  joy  and  peace.  He  expressed 
his  thankfulness  at  my  visit,  spoke  of  his  many  and  great 
comforts,  the  perfect  peace  and  happiness  he  felt,  and  the 
sure  hope  which  enabled  him  to  welcome  death,  that  he 
might  be  with  his  Saviour.  He  declared  that  it  was  to 
him  alone  he  looked  with  this  confident  hope ;  that  he 
was  himself  unworthy,  and  trusted  entirely  to  the  merits 
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of  his  Redeemer.     Hours  were  passed  in  conversations 
like  these. 

"  Though  weak,  he  seemed  to  gather  strength  from  the 
exercise  of  holy  thoughts  and  affections.  '  Psalms  and 
hymns,  and  spiritual  songs,'  and  passages  of  Scripture, 
were  continually,  by  his  desire,  read  and  repeated  to  him ; 
and  his  countenance,  lighted  up  by  emotions  they  had 
awakened,  showed  the  fulness  of  joy  Avhich  his  lips  labored 
to  express.  He  wished  all  his  domestics  and  laborers, 
and  his  neighbors  and  acquaintances  to  be  present,  each 
of  whom  was  called  to  receive  an  affectionate  farewell, 
wdth  kind  and  solemn  words  of  suitable  admonition  and 
encouragement. 

"  These  exertions,  he  said,  did  not  w^eary  or  distress 
him,  and  he  wished,  in  the  short  time  he  had  left,  to  say 
and  do  everything  in  his  power  that  might  be  useful.  At 
one  time  he  requested,  in  our  prayers  with  him,  that  we 
should  use  the  prayers  for  the  dying,  after  one  of  which 
he  told  me  he  had  hoped  that  he  should  have  departed 
while  we  were  using  that  prayer.  He  requested  some  of 
the  psalms  and  hymns  of  the  prayer-book  to  be  read  to 
him.  These  all  seemed  to  give  him  the  greatest  delight, 
but  he  was  particularly  excited  by  the  one  beginning, 
'How  firm  a  foundation,'  etc. 

"  At  one  time  some  apparent  revival  gave  hopes  of  his 
restoration  to  others,  but  not  to  himself.  He  sj^oke  of 
his  death  as  sure  and  certain ;  and  though  willing  to  sub- 
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niit  to  a  recovery,  it  was  manifest  that  he  neither  expected 
nor  desired  it.  He  was  right  in  his  opinion — these  hopes 
disappeared.  His  strength  declined  very  gradually,  till 
these  interesting  communications  with  him  could  no 
longer  be  continued ;  but  the  peace  and  joy  of  his  soul, 
when  they  ceased  to  be  uttered  by  his  lips,  were  radiant 
in  his  countenance  to  the  last.  A  few  minutes  before  he 
expired,  he  was  told  his  departure  was  near,  and  asked ^ 
if  he  still  felt  the  hopes  and  happiness  he  had  expressed. 
He  expressed  his  assent  by  a  smile  and  the  pressure  of 
his  hand,  and  soon  these  and  all  other  indications  of  life 
gently  and  almost  imperceptibly  disapiDeared. " 
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Oh.  happy,  happy  country,  where 

There  entereth  not  a  sin  ; 
And  death,  who  keeps  its  portals  fair, 

May  never  once  come  in. 
No  grief  can  change  its  day  to  night ; 

The  darkness  of  that  land  is  light; 
Sorrow  and  sighing  God  hath  sent 

Far  thence  to  endless  banishment. — Bowles. 


Oh,  happy,  happy  land,  in  thee 
Shines  the  unveiled  Divinity  ; 

Shedding  through  each  adoring  breast 
A  holy  calm,  a  halcyon  rest. — Bowles. 


Where  am  I  now  ?  angels  and  God  are  here ; 
An  unexpected  ocean  of  delight 
Swallows  my  senses  quite. — Cowley. 

"On  Sunday  morning  lie  arose  in  a  most  Happy,  loving 
spirit,  full  of  holy  joy  in  God,  exemplifying  some  remarks 
lie  had  himself  made  years  before,  which  run  thus :  *  He 
who  has  found  life  and  peace  with  Jesus,  has  a  festival 
day  with  every  rising  sun,  because  he  knows  and  lives 
with  him.  The  nearer  he  draws  to  the  termination  of 
his  earthly  career,  the  purer  are  his  enjoyments,  the 
deeper  and  more  solid  his  peace,  the  brighter  his  prospects 
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towards  that  perfect  and  sinless  state  into  whicli  he  is, 
ere  long,  to  be  ushered.'  At  breakfast  he  expressed  his 
desire  to  preach,  though  in  ordinary  circumstances  he 
would  have  longed  for  rest,  after  such  a  fatiguing  week ; 
but  his  whole  soul  seemed  bent  on  proclaiming  the  love 
of  that  Saviour  whose  own  heart  is  a  fountain  of  love. 
A  drop  from  that  fountain  had  indeed  fallen  into  his 
heart,  and  had  made  it  so  to  swell  and  overflow  with 
love,  that  it  could  not  contain  itself,  but  welled  up  and 
flowed  forth  to  all  his  fellow-creatures.  In  the  morning 
he  attended  Mr.  Boswell's  church,  and  was  observed  to 
sing  the  Te  Deum  with  great  fervency,  as  if  he  had 
already  a  foretaste  of  the  society  of  'the  glorious  com- 
pany of  the  apostles,'  'the  goodly  fellowship  of  the  pro- 
phets,' and  'the  noble  army  of  martyrs,'  whom  he  was 
about  to  join  in  praising  God  before  the  throne  above. 

*  *  *  "He  went  to  church  apparently  well,  nor 
was  he  seemingly  conscious  of  indisposition;  indeed  it  was 
evidently  the  Lord's  good  pleasure  to  arrest  the  attack 
for  a  season,  that  he  might  have  one  more  opportunity  of 
engaging  in  his  loved  employment  before  he  quitted  it 
forever  on  earth,  and  that  he  might  spend  his  last  even- 
ing below,  and  his  last  hour  of  comparative  health,  in 
proclaiming  his  Master's  grace,  and  entreating  his  fellow- 
men  to  be  ready  for  his  return. 

He  entered  into  the  devotional  part  of  the  service  very 
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warmly,  and  sung  with  a  powerful  voice,  particularly  the 
last  verse  of  the  hymn  given  out : 

•' '  And  oh !  when  I  have  safely  passed 

Through  every  conflict  but  the  last, 

•Then,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 

My  dying  bed,  for  Thou  hast  died.' 

• 

"  He  was  so  absorbed  in  this  that  he  forgot  to  enter  the 

pulpit,  and  remained  standing  in  his  place,  until  reminded 
by  Mr.  Boswell  that  it  was  time  to  leave  the  pew. 

"  He  preached  as  a  dying  man,  or  rather  as  one  about 
to  ascend  to  heaven,  from  the  words,  '  Surely  I  come 
quickly.  Amen.  Even  so,  come  Lord  Jesus'  (Rev. 
xxii.  20) ;  and  though  he  did  not  tell  his  hearers  that  they 
should  see  his  face  no  more,  yet  there  was  everything  in 
the  subject  of  his  discourse,  and  everything  in  the  spirit 
of  earnestness  and  affectionate  warmth  with  which  he 
dwelt  upon  it,  to  make  it  the  suitable  close  of  the  min- 
istry of  a  faithful  servant.  Many  who  were  present  will 
not  easily  forget  either  his  words  or  his  appearance,  as 
he  repeatedly  reiterated  the  cry,  '  Come,  Lord  Jesus ! 
from  the  depths  of  his  loving  heart.  His  countenance 
was  radiant  with  joy  as  he  dwelt  upon  the  simile  of  the 
bridegroom  and  the  bride.  *It  is,'  said  he,  *a  subject  I 
love  to  dwell  on,  for  it  seems  to  show  the  heart  of  Jesus. 
It  is  as  if  he  said,  "I  know  where  you  are;  I  see  what 
you  are  doing ;  but  have  patience ;  wait  a  little  longer. 
Behold,  I  come  quickly."     We  feel  that  this  is  not  our 
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home ;  we  have  not  our  city  here.  It  is  too  old,  and 
worn,  and  wearisome.  We  long  for  heaven.  Come,  come 
Lord  Jesus.'  ***** 

"  He  drove  some  friends  and  his  wife  home,  and  con- 
versed with  them  as  he  went ;  but  on  entering  the  house 
he  at  once  said,  *I  do  not  feel  well;'  and  the  symptoms 
of  cholera  developed  themselves  so  decidedly  as  to  lead 
those  around  him  to  take  the  most  prompt  steps,  and  two 
doctors  were  quickly  in  attendance. 

"Even  after  his  seizure,  he  went  up  stairs  to  take  tea 
with  his  brethren,  several  of  whom  approached  to  speak 
to  him,  as  he  sat  on  an  easy  chair,  but  were  deterred  by 
his  solemn  and  peculiar  appearance,  and  a  feeling  of  un- 
willingness to  disturb  him.  He  seemed  quite  absorbed 
in  the  singing  of  Pope's  Ode,  '  The  Dying  Christian  to  his 
Soul,'  which  two  or  three  of  the  missionaries  and  their 
wives  were  engaged  in  singing,  in  another  part  of  the 
room.  It  appeared  as  if  it  was  for  him  they  were  uncon- 
sciously uttering  those  beautiful  words : 


' '  Vital  spark  of  heavenly  flame, 

Quit,  oh !  quit,  this  mortal  frame ! 

Cease,  fond  nature,  cease  thy  strife, 

And  let  me  languish  into  life. 
«  Trembhng,  hoping,  lingering,  flying, 

Oh  !  the  pain,  the  bliss  of  djnng ! 

Hark !  they  whisper  !  angels  say, 

Sister  spirit,  come  away  ! 

The  world  recedes ;  it  disappears; 

Heaven  opens  on  my  eyes ;  my  ears 
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With  sounds  seraphic  ring. 

Lend,  lend  your  wings !  I  mount,  I  fly ! 

O,  grave  !  wliere  is  thy  victory  ? 

0,  Death !  where  is  thy  sting?' 

"As  sooii  as  they  had  finished  he  left  the  room,  and 
withdrew  forever  from  the  society  he  had  so  much  de- 
lighted in  on  earth,  to  unite  a  few  hours  later  with  'the 
general  assembly  and  church  of  the  first-born,  and  the 
spirits  of  just  men  made  perfect,  above.' 

"When  the  vsymptoms  became  more  violent,  and  pain 
had  much  increased,  his  wife  said  to  him,  '  Fear  not,  my 
beloved  husband,  the  Lord  is  able  to  bring  you  safely 
through.'  *  Yes,'  he  rejoined,  *  I  know  he  is.'  When  he 
complained  of  severe  cramp,  she  said,  '  Is  the  pain  very 
great  ?'  '  Oh,  very  !  But  not  like  that  which  Jesus  suf- 
fered for  us.     No,' he  added, 'not  like  that.'     =5=     *     * 

"  Several  times  during   the  night  she  asked  him   if 

*  Jesus  were  near.'  His  reply  was  *  Very  near,  very  pre- 
cious.' ...  At  three  A.  M.,  kind  Dr.  Madden  took 
his  hand  in  his,  and  said  to  him,  '  No  doubt  you  are  am- 
ply supported  in  this  hour  of  your  trial.'     He  replied, 

*  Oh,  yes,  the  Lord  is  with  me.'  Dr.  Madden  then  said, 
'  Ever  since  you  preached  to  my  soldiers,  in  1849,  and 
visited  my  sick  in  the  hospital  (referiug  to  a  period  when 
he  had  been  encamped  in  Burdwan  for  a  few  days,  with 
his  regiment),  I  have  felt  a  great  love  for  you.'  The  dy- 
ing saint  replied,  'Oh,  yes,  that  love  is  the  beginning  of 

14 
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the  communion  of   saints   on   earth,  to  last  forever   in 

"  It  seemed  as  if  the  messenger  from  the  sanctuary  had 
come  on  the  wings  of  that  prayer,  to  carry  hence  the 
redeemed  soul.  He  gave  his  beloved  wife  one  more  look 
of  recognition,  and  then,  while  Mr.  Boswell  pronounced 
the  word,  'Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant,  enter 
thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord,'  his  breath  ceased.  The 
morning  without  clouds  broke  at  once  upon  his  soul,  as 
the  clear  shining  of  the  sun  after  rain ;  and  it  seemed  as 
if  those  standing  around  him  could  actually  see  the  eman- 
cipated spirit  expanding  her  wings  for  the  upward  flight, 
and  his  countenance  change,  as  his  eye  caught  the  bright- 
ness of  the  coming  glory." 

"Thus  did  one  night's  storm,"  wrote  Mr.  Leapolt,  "fell 
the  goodly  cedar  which  had  stood  many  a  blast !'  ... 
Yes,  the  faithful  sentinel  was  found  at  his  post ;  and  he 
fell  as  the  last  enemy  assailed  him,  with  his  loved  Lead- 
er's name  and  praise  upon  his  lips.  Who  could  wish 
more  honor  or  more  safety  for  him  ?  especially  when  this 
was  the  close  of  a  life  which  had  been  distinguished  by 
every  scriptural  token,  that  to  him  to  live  was  Christ, 
and,  therefore,  to  him  to  die  was  gain.  Oh  that  all  who 
read  this  record,  may  be  as  full  of  desire  for  the  Lord's 
appearing,  and  as  ready  for  his  presence  as  he  was." 
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A  HEAVENLY  glance  on  that  last  morn, 

From  thee  the  sunlight  met ; 
The  chill  of  death  was  on  thy  brow 

When  cloudlessly  he  set. 
And  there  upon  thy  marble  cheek 

A  smile  of  beauty  lay, 
Lit  by  the  glance  thine  eye  had  caught 

Of  an  eternal  day. — C.  L.  K. 

*'  A  light  is  there  too  quenchless  for  the  tomb, 

Bright  earnest  of  a  nobler  destiny ; 
Telling  of  answers  in  some  far-off  sphere, 
To  the  deep  souls  that  find  no  echo  here." 

But  thou  0  Heaven  !  keep,  keep  what  thou  hast  taken, 
And  with  our  treasure  keep  our  hearts  on  high : 
The  spirit  meek,  and  yet  by  pain  unshaken. 
The  faith,  the  love,  the  lofty  constancy. 

Mrs.  Hemans, 

It  is  with  feelings  of  reverence  and  awe  that  we  ap- 
proach the  closing  scene  of  Susan  Allibone's  holy  life. 
As  we  enter  the  chamber,  so  soon  to  be  finally  deserted 
by  its  suffering  occupant,  we  seem  to  hear  the  voice 
which  spoke  to  Moses  from  the  bush :  "  Put  off  thy  shoes 
from  off  thy  feet,  for  the  place  whereon  thou  standest  is 
holy  ground."  The  bush  had  indeed  been  burning,  yet 
unconsumed,  for  many  long  years,  because  the  great  **  I  am," 
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"The  God  of  Abraham,  of  Isaac  and  of  Jacob,"  dwelt 
therein.  After  contemplating  with  gratitude  and  praise 
to  her  unseen  Sustainer,  her  "work  of/aith,  and  labor  of 
love,  and  patience  of  hope  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,"  we 
are  brought  to  watch  the  final  struggle  of  the  soul  pant- 
ing to  be  free. 

Such  a  life  as  we  have  been  reviewing  needed  no 
closing  testimony  to  assure  us  that  it  hath  issued  in  the 
splendors  of  eternal  day.  Unto  her  evidently  "to  live 
was  Christ;"  and  no  one  that  knows  her  could  for  a 
moment  doubt  that  "to  die  was  gain;"  that  a  spirit  so 
bathed  in  Heaven's  own  light,  even  while  sojourning 
below,  was  now  rejoicing  in  the  brilliance  shed  upon  the 
eternal  city  by  the  Lamb  who  is  the  light  thereof. 

*  *  *  In  Miss  Allibone's  case  it  would  have  seemed 
of  less  moment  had  there  been  no  remarkable  outbreak 
of  joy  and  hope,  just  at  the  time  when  the  silver  cord 
was  loosed  and  the  golden  bowl  broken,  because  she  had 
so  frequently  before  been  lying  on  the  verge  of  eternity. 
Hers  was  in  fact  a  lingering  dissolution  of  twenty  years 
duration  ;  and  during  this  whole  period  she  was  bearing 
as  it  were  a  dying  testimony  to  the  faithfulness  of  her 
covenant,  God.  .  .  .  The  God  whom  she  served  so 
faithfully  gave  her,  at  the  last,  the  consciousness  of  his 
favorable  presence.  She  felt  the  power  of  his  sustaining 
arm,  the  comfort  of  his  rod  and  staif.  When  heart  and 
flesh  were   failing,  he  was  the   strength   of  her   heart. 
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She  passed  out  of  the  world  as  she  passed  through  it, 
"leaning  on  her  beloved."  The  Saviour,  who  through 
so  many  years  of  suffering  had  been  near  and  precious 
to  her  soul,  was  still  more  sensibly  near  and  precious 
while  taking  her  to  himself.  And  thus  was  she  permitted 
to  glorify  him  with  her  parting  breath,  and  to  render 
thanks  to  God,  who  giveth  us  the  victory  through  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

The  oppressive  heat  of  the  summer  of  1854  greatly 
prostrated  Miss  Allibone's  strength,  and  her  pain  and 
inability  to  take  sufficient  food  increased.  Her  sufferings 
were  endured  with  undiminished  cheerfulness,  and  she 
hailed  new  symptoms  of  debility  with  grateful  joy  as 
harbingers  of  the  approaching  release. 

Although  not  unfrequently  sinking  to  the  verge  of 
dissolution,  she  still  refused  all  relief  from  stimulants  of 
an  intoxicating  or  stupifying  character.  She  made  it  a 
matter  of  conscience  to  avoid  whatever  might  cloud  or 
disturb  her  mental  faculties,  or  interfere  with  the  lifting 
up  of  her  soul  to  God,  preferring,  as  she  said,  to  depend 
on  supplies  of  spiritual  strength. 

On  Thursday,  September  7th,  for  the  last  time,  as  it 
proved,  the  holy  Communion  was  administered  to  her  by 
the  Rev.  Dr.  May.  It  was  a  season  of  peculiar  interest 
and  solemnity,  although  it  was  not  imagined  .that  this 
w^ould  be  the  last  family  gathering  to  partake  with  the 
beloved  invalid  of  the  memorials  of  redemption.  Very 
14* 
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refreshing  and  delightful  had  these  occasions  always 
proved  to  her,  and  she  dwelt  with  much  satisfaction 
upon  the  comfort  and  happiness  now  experienced  in  the 
remembrance  of  a  dying  Saviour's  love,  and  desired 
special  thanks  to  be  returned  for  it  in  the  quiet  meeting 
for  prayer  in  her  room  on  Friday.  But  during  the  morn- 
ing of  that  day  she  suddenly  became  so  extremely  weak 
as  to  awaken  much  alarm  in  those  around  her.  To  a 
friend  who  called  to  see  her,  she  said:  "Oh!  I'm  inex- 
pressibly happy,  inexpressibly!"  She  spoke  of  her 
satisfaction  that  she  had  no  worldly  concerns  to  distract 
her  attention. 

To  another  she  remarked :  "Oh!  lam  so  thankful  for 
a  religion  of  assurance  and  an  unmerited  salvation. 
What  would  I  have  done  of  myself,  confined  for  years  to 
a  couch  of  suffering  and  so  extremely  weak?"  "I 
thought,"  said  her  friend,  "how  few  ever  equalled  her 
usefulness  though  blessed  with  health." 

A  cousin  whose  visit  had  been  eagerly  anticipated, 
thus  relates  the  interview  :  "  When  I  entered  she  smiled 
sweetly,  and  whispered,  'Cousin,  dearest,  I  knew  thee 
would  come.  I  am  so  very  happy.  The  prospect  is  so 
delightful. '  Soon  after,  '  How  well  1  have  nothing  to  do  ! 
That  nothing  can  be  added  to  Christ's  finished  work ! 
Oh,  how  free  a  salvation!  How  utterly  unworthy  am  I.' 
I  said,  *  Redeemed  !'  With  a  beaming  face  she  responded, 
Yes  I  yes!  redeemed,  washed,  being  sanctified.'     'Soon 
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to  be  glorified,'  said  I;  and  added,  'I  am  willing,  dear 
one,  to  let  thee  go.'  With  a  look  full  of  gratitude,  she 
whispered,  'I  am  so  glad,  and  it  will  be  such  a  little 
while,  dear,  kind  cousin.  Oh,  what  a  kind  friend  thee 
has  been,  and  is,  and  will  be !  I  do  not  like  have  loved. 
We  do,  we  will  always  love.'  Intervals  of  silent  prayer 
and  laborious  breathing  between  her  remarks.  '  I  will 
that  they  also  whom  Thou  hast  given  me  be  with  me 
where  I  am.  Cousin,  I  have  been  meditating  on  this.  To 
be  admitted  into  the  presence  of  the  King  of  kings !  An 
introduction  to  an  earthly  monarch,  is  spoken  of  as  much, 
but  "to  behold  His  glory."  I  have  beeen  dwelling  for 
days  on  our  Saviour's  last  prayer,  and  have  come  to  the 
last  verse.  Oh,  how  wide  open  is  heaven  to  all  be- 
lievers !'  I  replied  *  In  my  Father's  house  are  many 
mansions;'  adding,  'One  is  prepared  for  thee-^^dearest.' 
She  assented  eagerly,  adding,  '  Why  do  we  not  ask  great 
things  when  He  so  freely  gives  ?'  and  repeated, 

*• '  Thou  art  coining  to  the  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring.' 

*  *  "While  giving  her  nourishment  I  remarked: 
'  Dear  Susan,  it  is  hard  to  strengthen  the  bars  of  the  cage 
when  the  prisoner  is  panting  to  be  free.'  She  smiled, 
and  answered  'there  can  be  no  real  tediousness  in  any 
of  my  Father's  doings.'  She  told  me  at  length  of  her 
enjoyment  of  the   communion   a   few  days  previously; 
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spoke  of  our  Liturgy  as  sucli  an  aid  to  devotion ;  tow 
the  language  of  the  prayers  arose  to  mind  under  any 
agitation  or  emotion,  evincing  their  suitableness  to  ex- 
press strong  feeling.  She  remarked :  '  If  I  did  not  know 
in  whom  I  believed,  my  dying  pillow  would  be  thorny. 
I  feel  no  anxiety,  no  doubt,  although  I  constantly  ask  to 
be  kept  from  presumption.  How  Christ  is  dishonored 
by  doubts  and  fears !  Cousin,  I  must  talk  to  thee  how  I 
feel.     So  glad !     So  happy.'  " 

To  a  friend  who  visited  her,  she  spoke  of  the  perfect 
assurance  she  enjoyed  of  being  admitted  to  the  heavenly 
world,  and  said  "there  was  a  time  when  she  would  have 
thought  such  assurance  presumption,  but  when  we  placed 
all  our  hopes  in  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  drew  our  sole  title 
from  him  we  could  not  be  too  bold."  She  spoke  also  of 
the  importance  of  cultivating  meekness  and  humility  in 
our  Christian  character  and  of  the  inseparable  connection 
of  these  two  graces.  She  dwelt  upon  the  difficulty,  yet 
absolute  necessity,  of  overcoming  self,  if  we  would  grow 
in  the  likeness  of  our  Saviour,  and  was  much  delighted 
with  the  remark  which  was  repeated  to  her,  "  Heaven 
was  very  near.  There  were  but  three  steps  to  it :  Out  of 
self,  into  Christ,  into  glory  ./"         *         *         * 

To  another  friend  who  visited  her,  "  I  have  always 
loved  you.  I  wish  you  knew  how  happy  I  am.  I  shall 
be  saved  by  the  righteousness  of  Christ." 

She    enquired    concerning   a   young   lady,    respecting 
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whom  she  prayed  very  often.  "  Has  she  given  her  heart 
to  the  Saviour  yet?"  And  then,  "Tell  her  I  am  sorry 
she  is  neither  safe  nor  happy,  and  that  she  will  find  that 
she  will  need  something  very  real  when  she  comes  to  lie 
here."  She  said,  "  I  am  so  happy  and  have  such  glorious 
prospects."  She  received  her  friends,  often  merely  to 
say  farewell,  and  add  a  word  of  counsel  and  encourage- 
ment, and  unite  in  their  testimony  to  the  preciousness  of 
the  gospel. 

"Think,"  she  said  to  her  sister,  "  ol'  my  many  bless- 
ings ;  good  nursing,  freedom  from  delirium,  peace  of 
mind."  To  a  friend,  "I  am  on  Jordan's  brink,  waiting 
for  permission  to  pass  over."  After  recovering  from  a 
paroxysm,  "  I  feel  nothing  but  submission."  Early  on 
Tuesday  morning,  19th,  she  gazed  out  of  the  window, 
remarked  upon  the  beauty  of  the  morning  and  the  love- 
liness of  the  scene,  and  spoke  of  the  mercies  which  had 
been  heaped  upon  her  in  that  quiet  room.  "Such  unre- 
mitted kindness  from  my  friends!  My  Saviour's  pre- 
sence to  cheer  me.  I'm  very  happy!"  was  her  oft- 
repeated  cheering  assurance.  "  I  feel  that  Jesus  is  with 
me.  I  have  no  strength,  no  energy.  He  is  my  all  in 
all.  This  is  happiness !  I  am  going  to  my  Saviour,  my 
precious  Saviour.  Jesus  Christ  hath  abolished  death 
and  brought  life  and  immortality  to  light  through  the 
gospel.  Thanks  be  unto  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory 
through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.     Is  it  not  a  blessing  in 
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approaching  the  grave  so  slowly  to  have  the  Saviour's 
presence  always?  ...  It  seems  so  cheerful  to  me  to 
think  of  having  the  anticipations  of  so  many  years 
realized."  To  an  invalid  niece  she  sent  her  love,  and 
said,  "Tell  her  *  it  is  a  blessed  thing  to  have  an  anchor 
to  the  soul.' " 

In  a  tone  of  touching  sympathy,  to  a  friend  taking  f 
leave  of  her,  she  said,  "  Always  trust  in  the  widow's 
God."  The  bright  smiles  which  her  loving,  cheerl'ul 
spirit  dispensed  so  bountifully,  were  familiar  to  all  her 
friends,  but  the  unearthly  illumination  shed  upon  her 
countenance,  as  with  upraised  hands  she  seemed  to  gaze 
upon  the  glories  of  the  eternal  world,  comparatively  few 
beheld. 

Even  in  life's  latest  hour,  not  unmindful  of  others,  she 
eaid  to  one  who  was  watching  her  with  tearful  emotion, 
"Seek  Jesus  now,"  and  with  difficult  articulation  but 
thrilling  solemnity,  she  repeated,  "Now  is  the  accepted 
time."  A  few  hours  longer  she  lingered,  her  fluttering 
pulse  watched  by  her  nephew,  and  expressing  from  time 
to  time  her  soul's  desires,  "I  long  to  go!  Come,  Lord 
Jesus.  This  is  a  trying  time  for  you  all,  but  it  is  the 
Lord !  Pray  that  I  may  bear  this  suffering  through  the 
love  of  Jesus  !  If  we  hope  for  that  we  see  not,  then  do 
we  with  patience  wait  for  it."  Just  before  noon  (on 
Friday,  September  22d,)  the  blood-washed  soul  of  Susan 
Allibone  was  added  to  the  glorious  company  of  the  spirits 
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of  the  just  made  perfect.  .  .  .  Five  of  thope  who 
watched  the  expiring  breath  had  been  led  through  her 
instrumentality  to  the  feet  of  Jesus.  All  had  learned 
lessons  from  her  living  and  dying  example. 

*  *  *  To  the  last  she  was  a  monument  of  the  sustain- 
ing power  of  divine  grace,  that  "the  trial  of  her  faith, 
being  much  more  precious  than  of  gold  that  perisheth, 
though  tried  with  fire,  might  be  found  unto  praise,  and 
honor  and  glory  at  the  appearing  of  Jesus  Christ — whom 
having  not  seen  she  loved — in  whom,  while  yet  she  saw 
him  not,  yet  believing,  she  rejoiced  with  joy  unspeakable 
and  full  of  glory."  To  what  height  must  that  joy  now 
have  soared! — Extracts  from  Bishop  Lees  "  Memoirs  of 
Susan  Allibone.'' 
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I  jouENEY  forth  rejoicing, 

From  this  dark  vale  of  tears 
(To  heavenly  joy  and  freedom, 

From  earthly  bonds  and  fears ;) 
When  Christ,  our  Lord,  shall  gather 

All  his  redeemed  again, 
His  kingdom  to  inherit. 

Good  night  'till  then. 

I  go  to  see  His  glory 

Whom  we  have  loved  below; 
I  go  the  blessed  angels^ 

The  holy  saints  to  know. 
Our  lovely  ones  departed, 

I  go  to  find  again, 
And  wait  for  you  to  join  us — 

Good  night  'till  then. 

I  hear  the  Saviour  calling — 

The  joyful  hour  has  come; 
The  angel  guards  are  ready 

To  guide  me  to  our  home, 
When  Christ,  the  Lord,  shall  gather 

All  his  redeemed  again, 
His  kingdom  to  inherit — 

Good  night  'till  then.— C.  Wesley, 


i 
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"  We  record  with  very  great  pain,  the  death  at  Cavalla, 
West  Africa,  the  24th  of  May  last,  of  Rev.  Robert 
Smith,  a  presbyter  of  the  Protestant  Episcopal  Church, 
and  a  much  honored  and  loved  member  of  the  little  body 
of  missionaries  whom  she  has  sent  to  that  unhappy  land. 

"  Mr.  Smith  was  in  his  thirty-first  year,  and  a  native 
of  Tennessee,  from  which  State  he  entered  Yale  College, 
where  after  graduating  with  very  high  honor,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Alexandria,  to  study  for  holy  orders.  From 
the  very  first  moment  of  his  entrance  on  the  Seminary 
course,  he  was  fired  with  a  determination  to  enter  upon 
the  African  field,  which  was  as  inflexible  as  it  was 
ardent.  To  live  and  die  on  the  African  coast,  was  the 
desire  above  all  desires,  that  absorbed  all  his  hopes  and 
energies. 

"  Those  who  knew  him  best,  know  how  constant  and 
deep  were  his  communings  with  the  Angel  of  the 
Presence  who  led  him  onward  in  this  his  destined  path 
of  labor. 

"  He  had  remarked  in  October,  1849,  '  A  voice  from 
the  future  summons  me  to  labor,  and  to  labor  earnestly ; ' 
and  to  win  souls  to  Christ  was  the  absorbing  principle  of 
his  being. 

"  To  make  the  victory  of  his  faith  still  greater,  he  was 

gifted    with    very    eminent    abilities,    and    unsurpassed 

mental  energy,  which  in  a  mere  human  view,  he  could 

not  but  feel  would  have  made  their  mark  at  home  far 
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more  obviously  to  present  observers,  and  far  more  com- 
fortably to  himself,  than  would  a  missionary  life  in  West 
Africa.  He  felt,  too,  that  his  health  was  not  strong,  and 
therefore  it  might  as  likely  be  his  lot  to  glorify  God  by 
an  early  death,  as  by  a  long  life  of  labor.  Those  who 
heard  his  farewell  address  at  St.  Andrew's  Church,  will 
recollect  how  pathetically  he  declared  this  with  an 
expression  of  rapture  thrilling  on  his  countenance  which 
few  can  forget. 

"  Strange  as  it  seemed  at  the  time,  the  lesson  was  a 
true  one,  and  tells  us  that  it  is  in  the  early  death  of  His 
servants,  that  God  speaks,  as  well  as  by  their  lives. 

"In  a  letter  written  by  him,  March  8th,  1855,  he 
says :  *  I  take  every  possible  precaution  to  preserve  my 
health,  and  then  if  I  fall,  it  will  be  in  the  service  of  my 
adorable  Master,  and  I  shall  the  sooner  be  with  him.  0 
yes!  it  is  a  glorious  privilege  for  which  I  daily  thank 
God,  to  be  a  missionary  to  the  heathen.  These  are 
indeed,  dull  of  hearing,  and  it  requires  "line  upon  line," 
etc.,  before  any  good  fruit  can  be  expected.  But  God  is 
with  us,  we  feel  it  to  be  so.  We  have  upon  our  work  the 
seal  of  Christ.  It  is  his  work.  His  strength  in  which 
we  labor,  and  to  him  is  all  the  glory  due.' 

"  A  letter  from  Cavalla  thus  announces  his  death : 
*Rev.'  Kobert  Smith  died  May  24th,  so  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly,  that  it  seems  to  me  as  a  dream,  and  while 
I  am  writing,  I  expect  to  hear  his  footstep,  but  it  is  a 
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solemn  reality,  for  yestenlay  we  gazed  upon  his  calm 
features  in  the  repose  of  death,  and  then  followed  him  to 
the  tomb.  I  wrote  you  how  heartily  he  entered  upon  his 
work.  He  took  up  so  cheerfully  the  duties  and  trials 
of  his  new  circumstances,  and  appeai-ed  so  wholly  conse- 
crated to  God.  ****** 

"  His  illustrations  of  truth  were  very  striking.  I 
well  remember  three  discourses  from  James  iii.  5 ;  so 
well  were  they  remembered,  that  I  had  most  of  them 
sent  to  me  as  compositions.  In  every  sermon  or  address, 
there  was  something  suited  to  the  dullest  mind,  and  often 
have  I  noticed  the  sparkling  eyes  and  attentive  attitudes 
of  our  scholars  when  he  spoke  to  them  of  their  duty  and 
privileges ;  of  the  love  of  the  Saviour  and  the  glories  of 
the  heavenly  world.  In  the  family  he  was  very  pleasant. 
He  often  spoke  of  the  family  as  one  of  the  most  punc- 
tual and  pleasant  he  had  ever  been  in,  and  the  head  of 
it  as  the  sun,  giving  light  and  warmth  to  every  member. 
April  15th,  he  left  us  for  the  Cape,  intending  to  pass  a 
few  days  at  Mt.  Vaughan,  before  his  return,  but  a  letter 
from  him  two  or  three  days  after,  stated  that  the  journey 
developed  the  fever,  which  had  been  rather  heavy,  but 
then  he  thought  conquered. 

"On  May  3d  he  came  back,  looking  very  thin,  but  feel- 
ing very  much  better.  He  was  hardly  able  to  express 
his  joy  at  getting  home,  and  sang  a  few  lines  of  the 
home  melody. 
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"  He  was  weak  and  restless,  but  would  not  allow  him- 
self to  be  absent  from  family  duties.  Sunday,  May  6tli, 
he  seemed  to  feel  an  oppression  on  his  right  lung.  He 
came  into  the  sitting-room  in  the  afternoon,  and  asked 
me  to  read  to  him.  I  read  several  pages  from  the 
memoir  of  Payson,  which  he  appeared  to  enjoy.  Speak- 
ing of  his  sickness,  he  said  it  had  been  unspeakably 
blessed  to  him ;  such  a  sweet  sense  of  his  oneness  with 
Christ  as  he  had  enjoyed,  was  worth  suffering  six  time?? 
the  amount.  From  his  sufferings,  his  mind  turned  to 
their  end,  and  he  exclaimed,  'Oh,  how  soon  we  may 
be  called  to  leave  them ! '  During  the  week,  he  appeared 
a  great  deal  better,  looking  almost  himself  again.  Sun- 
day, 13th,  he  was  able  to  preach  at  Dodo  Lu  and 
Orink  Idode.  In  the  evening,  as  usual,  we  all  sat  in  the 
parlor,  and  the  conversation  turned  upon  the  second 
coming  of  the  Lord.  A  passage  of  Cummings  was 
quoted,  where  he  speaks  of  the  lawfulness  of  wishing  to 
be  alive  at  His  glorious  appearing,  without  passing 
through  the  dark  valley  of  death.  It  appeared  to 
engage  his  thoughts  for  a  few  moments,  then  he  said,  '  I 
feel  that  I  should  like  this  poor,  sinful  body  to  droop  and 
die  and  moulder  to  dust,  but  these  are  subjects  I  am  not 
anxious  about,  for  my  times  are  in  God's  hand ! '  We 
always  spend  some  time  in  singing  on  Sunday  evenings, 
which  he  seemed  to  enjoy  very  much.  After  listening 
with  his  eyes  closed,  he  said,  '  Music  began  in  heaven, 
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did  it  not,  when  "  the  morning  stars  sang  together,  and 
all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for  joy  ?  "  *  All  our  thoughts 
seemed  that  evening  turned  to  the  contemplation  of 
our  future  home ;  ministering  spirits,  heavenly  employ- 
ments, recognition  of  friends,  were  the  subjects  of  free 
conversation.  How  little  we  thought  that  one  of  our 
number  would  so  soon  feel  and  know  what  it  is  to  be 
there. 

"  Extract  from  the  journal  of  a  brother  missionary, 
dated  May  23d :  '  Went  to  Cavalla  to  see  the  Rev.  Mr. 
Smith,  to-day,  and  was  gratified  to  find  him  well  enough 
to  ride  out  in  a  hammack,  and  be  with  the  family  at  the 
dinner  table.  At  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  I  took 
leave  of  him  to  all  appearsCnces,  decidedly  better  than 
he  had  been  for  several  days. 

"'May  24th. — Heard  this  morning  from  the  Bishop, 
that  the  Rev.  Mr.  Smith  was  taken  with  a  severe  oppres- 
sion on  his  lungs  about  midnight.  I  hastened  down,  and 
when  within  a  short  distance  of  Cavalla,  met  a  messenger 
announcing  his  death!  Truly  "in  the  midst  of  life  we 
are  in  death  !"  Little  did  I  think,  as  we  sat  pleasantly 
conversing  on  last  evening,  that  we  should  never  meet 
again  on  earth.' 

"  It  is  remarked  in  reference  to  this  event,  *  While  the 

church  at  home  was  mourning  over  the  death  of  the  Rev. 

Robert  Smith,  as  the  loss  of  one  so  gifted,  so  holy,  and 

80   admirably   fitted  for  his  work,  little  could  we  have 
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imagined  that  out  of  this  sad  event,  God  was  to  work  for 
Africa  inestimable  good!  Yet  all  the  surviving  mis- 
sionaries agree  in  tracing  this  great  work  to  the  instru- 
mentality of  his  death.' " 


JUDGE  JONES.  175 


JUDGE  JONES. 

"  We  bless  thee  for  thy  sainted  ones,  0  God ! 

Who  in  thy  faith  and  fear  have  calmly  slept; 
It  was  thy  death  which  took  away  the  sting 
They  else  had  felt  at  dying. 
****** 

"  We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  sainted  ones — for  grace 

And  strength  and  succor  given  to  all  their  need, 
For  every  footstep  which  have  left  its  trace 

In  the  strait  path,  where  Thou  dost  safely  lead. 
O  Thou  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life, 

We  bless  thee  for  the  radiant  star  which  shone, 
To  guide  them  from  these  scenes  of  mortal  strife. 

To  the  bright  land,  where  Thou,  Thyself  hast  gone," 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Shields  observes  in  a  sermon  preached 
at  the  funeral  of  the  Hon.  Joel  Jones, — "  His  spirit 
seemed  lingering  as  upon  the  very  borders  of  heaven. 
His  heart  was  full  of  Christian  love  towards  all  who  ap- 
proached him.  To  his  relatives,  his  friends,  his  pastor, 
his  fellow-members  of  the  Session,  he  sent  messages  of 
kindly  counsel  and  affection. 

"  His  only  expressed  anxiety  to  live  was  that  he  might 
complete  some  Scripture  studies,  in  which  he  hoped  to 
embody  the  matured  results  of  his  investigation  of 
Divine  truth.  Between  this  holy  solicitude  and  the  com- 
mencing appreciation  of  the  glory  shortly  to  be  revealed, 
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lie  hovered  like  the  apostle,  in  a  strait  between  two, 
willing  to  remain,  yet  having  the  desire  to  depart,  and 
to  be  with  Christ  which  is  far  better.  Once  while 
weighing  this  latter  event  as  probable,  he  suddenly  ex- 
claimed, with  an  eye  scanning  unblenched  the  whole  dread 
futurity,  'Blessed  Saviour!  do  I  not  love  thee?  Show 
me  thy  glory.' 

"But  it  would  be  a  trespass  upon  the  privacies  of  his. 
home  and  the  proprieties  of  the  occasion  to  venture  into 
those  sacred  moments.  It  was  a  death-bed  w^hich  was  sha- 
dowed by  no  terror.  Such  unclouded  tranquillity,  such  per- 
fect assurance,  such  strong  intelligent  faith,  such  humility, 
trustfulness,  and  tender  affection,  such  glimpses  of  the 
heavenly  glory,  made  it  like  the  exit  of  a  saint  of  the 
olden  times  of  our  faith ;  and  when  at  length  the  bodily 
pulse  began  to  wane,  the  beatific  vision  so  grew  upon  his 
spirit  as  to  swallow  up  all  earthly  interest  and  affections, 
and  even  illumine  the  clouds  of  physical  anguish  with 
the  prophetic  light  of  that  broken  utterance,  the  last  ever 
breathed  from  his  lips  on  earth :  *  A  far  more  exceeding 
and  eternal  weight  of  glory. '  An  hour  of  placid  breathing 
succeeded,  during  which  he  sunk  to  rest  so  peacefully, 
that  the  practised  eye  of  his  medical  attendant  alone  de- 
tected the  moment  of  departure." 

The  sun  shall  be  no  more  thy  light  by  day;  neither  for  bright- 
ness shall  the  moon  give  light  unto  thee :  but  the  Lord  shall  be 
unto  thee  an  everlasting  light,  and  thy  God  thy  glory. 

Isaiah  Ix.  19. 
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